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O I Nympb dirine, wilt tbou one Smile diffiife f 
One Smile from thee, will cheer the trembling Mule $ 
Who, at thy facrcd Shrine, fubmilSve pays 
The tnieft Homage, in the humbleft Layt. 
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T A L IE S I N'S POEM 



T O 



PRINCE ELPHIN; 



FROM 



MR. EVANS'S SPECIMENS OF THE WELCH POETRY, 



LONDON, 1764, Q^UARTO. 



B 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

J[ H E following poem was written by Taliefm, chief of the Cam- 
brian Bards, who lived in the fixth century ; it is addrcflcd to Prince 
Elphin, his patron, fon of Gwyddno Garanir, a petty king of Cantre'r 
Gwaelod, to confole him upon his paft misfortune, and to exhort him 
to put his truft in Divine Providence. 



T A L I E S I N'S POEM 



T O 



PRINCE ELPHIN. 



E 



I, 



L P H I N ! fair as rofeate morn. 



Ceafe, O ! lovely youth, to mourn ; 
Mortals never fhould prefurae 
To difpute their Maker's doom. 
Feeble race, too blind to fcan 
What th' Almighty deigns for man ; 
Humble hope be ftill thy guide. 
Steady faith thy only pride, 

B 2 Then 



TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 

Then defpair will fade away, 

lake demons at th' approach of day : 

Cunllo*s prayers acceptance gain, 

Goodnefs never fues in vain ; 

He who form'd the Iky is juft. 

In him alone, O Elphin ! truft. 

See glift'ning fpoils in fhoals appear. 

Fate fmiles this hour on G widdno's " wear. 



II. 



Elphin, fair ! the clouds difpell. 
That on thy lovely vifage dwell ,• 



* A Wear was a place fenced oiF in fome inlet of the fca, and was fo 
formed that, when the tide came in, fifh were carried into it, and left there 
at the ebbing of the tide ; and the profits, arifing from the fale of the fiih thus 
caught, were the chief revenues of the princes of thofe times* 

9 Wipe, 
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TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 



Wipe, ah wipe the pearly tear. 

Nor let thy manly bofom fear ; 
What good can Melancholy give ? 
'Tis bondage in her train to live. 
Pungent forrows doubts proclaim, 
111 fuit thofe doubts a Chriftian's name ; 
Thy great Creator's wonders trace. 
His love divine to mortal race. 
Then doubt, and fear, and pain will fly. 
And hope beam radiant in thine eye. 
Behold me leafl: of human kind. 
Yet Heav*n illumes my foaring mind. 
Lo ! from the yawning deep ^ I came. 
Friend to thy lineage and thy fame, 

^ It is recorded of Taliefin, that he was found, enwrapped in a leathern 
bag, floating in a wear belonging to Gwyddno, the profit of which he had 
given to his fon, Prince Elphin ; that the Prince ordered him to be taken 
care of, and gave him the beft education, upon which he became the moft 
celebrated Bard of his time. 



To 



TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 

To point thee out the paths of truth. 
To guard from hidden rocks thy youth ; 
From feas, from mountains, far and wide^ 
God will the good and virtuous guide. 



III. 



Elphin, fair ! with virtue bleft,. 

Let not that virtue idly reft ; 

If rous*d, 'twill yield thee fure relief. 

And banifh far unmanly grief : 

Think on that Pow*r whofe arm can fave. 

Who e'en can fnatch thee from the grave; 

He bade my harp for thee be ftrung. 

Prophetic lays he taught my tongue. 
Though like a flender reed I grow. 

Toft by the billows to and fro. 

Yet ftill, by him infpir'd, my fong 

The weak can raife, confound the flrong : 

Am 



TALIESIN'S POEM TO PRINCE ELPHIN. 

Am not I better, Elphin ! fay. 
Than thoufands of thy fcaly prey ? 



IV. 

Elphin ! fair as rofeate mom, 

Ceafe, O ! lovely youth, to mourn. 

Weak on my leathern couch I lie. 

Yet heavenly lore I can defcry ; 

Gifts divine my tongue infpire. 
My bofom glows celeftial fire ; 

Mark ! how it mounts, my lips difclofe 
The certain fate of Elphin's foes 5 
Fix thy hopes on him alone. 
Who is th' eternal Three in One 5 
There thy ardent vows be given. 
Prayer acceptance meets from Heaven ; 
Then thou fhalt adverfe fate defy. 
And Elphin glorious live and die. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

X HE following Elegy was written by Einion, fon of Gwalchmai, 
about the year 1240, on the death of Ned, or, according to the 
Englifh pronunciation. Need, the daughter of Howel, fon of Owain 
Gwyned, Prince of North Wales, known by the name of the Dragon of 
Mona« Howel was a celebrated Bard in his time, and one of his 
father's Generals in his wars againfl: the Englifh, Flemings, and Nor- 
mans, in South Wales. 
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AN ELEGY ON 

N E E S Tj 

BY E I N I O N. 

J^ A I R. blooms the fpring, in vernal honours gay. 
The thickening groves their warbling tenants fhade. 

Where each, extatic, fwells th' harmonious lay. 
And kens with rapt'rous eye the verdant glade. 



Smoothed is the bofom of the perilous deep. 
Even the wide foaming billows are at peace ; 
Gently the varying tides a cadence keep. 

And the rude winds their bluft'ring fury ceafe, 



But ah ! my griefs what feafon can remove. 
Stronger than blowing winds, or dafliing wave ? 

Nor Spring, nor Summer, can abate my love, 
Gr, of one pious drop, defraud the grave. 

C 2 O! 



12 AN ELEGY ON NEEST, BY EINION. 

O ! pray'r divine, thy potent balm impart, 
*Tis thine, alone, misfortune's wounds to heal ; 

Thy facred armour may fecure my heart. 
And teach me how to fufFer, though I feel. 



But I muft fpcak ! my grief will force its way. 
Keen is my forrow, loudly let me mourn ; 

For fad remembrance treafures ftill the day. 
That faw thee, lovely Neeft ! to earth return. 



By Teivis' ^ mournful ftream I penfive ftray ; 
I hear th' affrighted waves terrific roar. 

To Bell's ^ confines, fad, the tale convey, 
That Neeft, the gentle maiden, is no more. 



« A river in Cardiganfhire. 

* What country this is, is quite uncertain. 



Bright 
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Bright were thy charms, tho' now, alas ! no more. 
Theme fit for Bards, the pride of Britifli lyre ; 

Each Bard for thee, exhaufted fancy's ftore. 
For like Elivri's • could thine eyes infpire. 



But now my penfive heart. Oh I fad reverfe, 
O'ercharg'd with woe thy elegy prepares ; 

Thou ! ever prefent, yes 111 ftrew thy hearfe. 
And on thy ftony dwelling (hower my tears. 



O ! Cadvan's ^ brighteft ftar, how didft thou fhine 
In filken garments beautifully gay ; 

How did thy rays Dufunni's » banks refine. 
Enlivening nature like the orb of day I 

* Elivri, the name of a woman, but who fhe was, or when (he lived, is 
not clear. 

' Cadvan is the Saint of Towyn Meirionnydd. 

s Dyfynni, or Dufunni, is the name of a river that runs by Towyn. 

Confummate 
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Confummate prudence crown'd thy bloom of youth,, 
Bleft with a heart unknown to bafe difguife, 

A conftant vot'ry at the fhrine of truth, 
Whofe facred precepts made thee truly wife. 



But now, for ever gone, in filence laid 
In the cold tomb which ruddy earth confines,. 

Torn from my ravifht eye, the peerlefs maid. 
Lovely in death, the grief of Bards, reclines. 



Each Bard, each Druid, mourn'd her timelefs fatej 
For (he to Bard and Druid ftill was dear ; 

Eternal honours round her tomb fhall wait. 
There ftill fhall flow the verfe, fhall drop the tear. 



Bright as the eagle's was her piercing eye. 
Her long defcent from royal line proclaimed. 

Of Venedotia fhe, the pride, the joy. 
For. faireft virtue, as for beauty fam'd. 



Fiiend 
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Friend to the Bard, with princely hand fhe gave. 
Still generous the mind where goodnefs reigns ; 

And is that goodnefs funk into the grave ? 
Now Death thy fling I feel, its fharpeft pains. 



Nor can aught heal the pungent wound it made. 
Undone for ever by the fatal blow ; 

Now equal to my eye the light or fhade. 
Still bleeds my heart, nor ceafe my eyes to flow. 



And though all grieve, yet none like me can mourn. 
For fhe was dearer far to me than light ; 
Yes, Neefl is gone, ah ! never to return. 

And with her light-wing'd Pleafure took its flight. 



But cruel Death relentlefs fees my woe. 
Nor tears, nor pray'rs, his rigid heart can move ; 

All mufl fubmit to his refifllefs blow. 
He burfls the bonds of nature and of love. 



Oi 
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O ! gen'rons Neeft, in earth's cold bofom laid. 
Safe, in thy lone retreat thy afhes reft ; 

Strong as Piyderi's was my grief difplay'd, 
Frefh forrow's hoarding in my pejifive breaft. 



For never can my forrows ceafe to flow. 
Ne'er can the current of my woes be dry ; 

Still, ftill ril tend thee, round thy tomb I'll go. 
Not Death can hide thee from a lover's eye. 



I fee his dreary veil around thee fpread. 
Even o'er that face which (hone like pearly dew. 

Fair as the virgin fnow on * Eiry's head,. 
And form'd of beauty all I ever knew. 



* Eryri, Snoudon j called Crcigiau Eryri, and Mynydd Eyri, that is, the 
rocks and mountains of fnow, from Eiry, which fignifies fnow. 

or 
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O ! thoQ great Maker of the earth and Iky, 
Whofe gracious ears ne'er clofe to humble prayer. 

Grant mine may mount, as winged fpirits fly. 
Safe to thy throne, and find acceptance there* 



O ! grant that beauteous maid, who fhone below. 
Clittering like pearls with virtues given by thee, 

# 

May now in beauties more celeftial glow. 
From fin by * Dewi's interceffion free. 



Let thy bright-beaming mercy round her (hine. 
May (he with faints and martyrs chaunt thy praife. 

With holy Mary join the fong divine. 
And to thy name her loud Hofanna's raife. 



' Dewi, Saint David, a Bifliop in the time of King Arthur, and the Patron 
Saint of the principality of Wales 

D Boundlefs 
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Boundlefs my love, it mounts^ it ibars on high^ 
May good Saint Peter ever be her guard ; 

My God, behold her with a gracious eye. 
And grant thy heav'n may be her great reward I 
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THE 



PARTY-COLOURED SHIELD,. 



A B L E. 

1 N days when chivalry prevaird,. 
And many a doughty chief aflaird. 
Who oft in queft of noble fight. 
Set out array'd like Mancha's knight ; 
When ignorance o'erfpread this iflei 
• Since blefs'd with Reafon*s facred fmile,^ 
A valiant Prince, whofe deeds in verfe 
Some loftier Poet fhall rehearfe. 
Immortal Viftory to requite. 
For all his glories gain'd in fight. 
Commands with utmoft (kill and care> 
The choicefl artifls to prepare 

A curious 
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A curious ftatuc — They obeyed 

In reverence to the Prince and Maid. 



And now behold the ftatue brought, 
Finifh'd as e'er Pygmalion wrought. 
And in a point of certain view. 
To which four roads directly drew. 
On pedeftal of Gothic tafte. 
The coy, triumphant Damfel plac'd^ 
Her right hand grafp'd a pointed fpear. 
The emblem of deftruftive War, 
Her left reclin'd upon a fhicld, 
Whofe outfide blaz'd a golden field. 
But paler luftre next her breaft 
Mild filver's modeft ray confcfs'd ; 
One fide, infer ib'd with Celtic lays. 
Fair Vi6lory*s dread might difplays 3 



Confpicuous 
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Confplcuous on the other fhone. 
The homage he was proud to own. 



One morn it chanc'd, as chance oft brings 
From meereft trifles mighty things. 
Two noble Knights arm'd cap-a-pee. 
As trim as errant knights could be; 
One all in labk armour dight. 
And one array'd in lovely white. 
From different quarters pofting came 
In fearch of ail-infpiring fame : 
The ftatue foon attrafts their eyes. 
Both gaz'd, and both confefl: fiirprize ;, 
One views the golden fide, and one 
The fide where modeft filver (hone ; 
When each with fimilar delight. 
The different beauties thus recite :. 
And firft began the fable Knights 



€4 



This 
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*' This golden Ihield, and fine device, 
*' Proclaims the artift bold and nice : 
" This golden (hield !" rcply'd the other, 
" Suuely you've loft your fight, good brothe 
*' If 1 have eyes^ or aught can view, 
** This fhield is of a filvcr hue, 
** SirT' quoth the Knight array 'd in black, 
" Yourfelf both fight and judgment lack ; 
** For fure as I am errant knight, 
" Or ever broke a lance in fight, 
" This (hield we wond'ring here behold. 



*' This fliield, I fay, is fculptur'd gold : 
The other, with contemptuous fneer. 
And filent fcorij, repays the jeer. 
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Now anger glares, and from their eyes 
Diftemper'd paflion's light ning flics ; 



Defiance 
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Defiance on defiance hurl'd^ 

And fury's banners are unfurl'd ; 

Swiftly their foaming palfreys wheels 

While each prepares the biting fteel ; 

Quick the we^Ubrandifh'd lances joiuj 

And chivalry's beft arts combine; 

Sharp was the combat, fhaip their points, 

Bruis'd were their fides, and ftifF their joints : * ^ 

His Rofinante now each Knight 

Forfakes, in moft difaftrous plight ; 

The purple tides diftain the ground. 

Which flow from many a ghaftly wounds 

When a fagc Druid chanc'd to rove. 

From 'midfl: his oak-embowering grove ; 

He was of truth the (acred guide. 

His warlike nation's grace and pride ; 

With many an attribute divine. 

Wife, gentle, generous, benign. 

The 
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The bleeding chiefs now panting lay^ 
Their fouls on wing to quit their clay ; 
Ready, juft ready to depart. 
The warm ftream iffuing from the heart. 
When the fage Druid, who well knew 
The virtues of each herb that grew. 
Exerts his utmofl fldll and care. 
To fiiatch from death the warlike pair : 
Succefs awaits the generous deed. 
Their recent wounds no longer bleed> 
Returning life, with blooming grace. 
Begins to paint each hero's face ; 
And both in feeble accents flrove 
To praife the gentle Druid's love ; 
While he, with ftrong amazement wrought,. 
Enquires for what, for whom they fought ? 
Whence all this whirl of paflion rofe ? 

^Vhat envious difcord made them foes ? 

ID The 
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The fable Knight^ with courteous guife. 
Attentive hears, and thus replies : 
'* Kind foother of our pains^ attend, 
'* Thou foul's phyfician, father, friend j 
'* From trivial caufe our quarrel rofe, 
" No injur'd beauty made us foes; 
*' No lofty hopes of tow'ring fame 
'< Inipir'd us with a rival claim ; 

** Strangers we are, by chance here brought, 
" Firft met, where foon we raflily fought ; 
** That ftubborn chief, pcrverfely bold, 
" Denies this fliield is fhining gold/' 
'' That," quoth Sir White, ** I ftill deny, 
" 'Tis you. Sir, are perverfe, not I ; 
*' Here, reverend Sage, with me, behold 
^^ This filver (hield, which he calls gold : 
" From hence my inftant paifion grew, 
*' Who doubts my word ihall own it true/* 

E a The 
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The lift'ning Difnid inly griev^, 
And many a figh bis bofom heav'd j 
Then mildly graceful fllenee broke. 
His wifdorh- tavi(h\i as he fpoke : 
** O ! will perverfe of human kind, 
'* With paflion's gafts to rend the mind ; 
*' Hence rife thife fudden ffarts of ire, 
'* That fet our little world on fife f 
" Ah i why is Reafon thrown afide, 
*' Of Heaven the gift, of man the pride ? 
'* Or why is her companion. Truth, 

*' Tho' blefs'd in Heaven with cndlefs youth, 

** With mciek-ey'd Peace, her conftant friend, 

** Forbid our erring fteps to tend ? 

*' Had thefe, my fons ! but grac'd your train, ' 

*' This blood had never dy'd the plain. 

'* Wrong were ye both, and yet both right; 

** For had ye^ ere you join'd in light. 
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** With calm attention vieW'dthis fliield, ' ■ 
*' The fair device, the blazing field/ ^ 
" At once, accordaiity^ both had told 
*' How fair the filver^ rich the gold* 



" My words to prove, again look o'er 
** The fhield which caught your eyes before,. •. 
*' Then inftant change your fides, and view 
" Your warm affertions both wiere tme : 
*' This fide the burnifti'd gold difplays, 
" On that fair filver darts her rays ; 

*' Had then delib'rate judgment fway'd, 
" And Reafon Anger's pow'r allay'd, 

" This of yourfelves you might have found, 
" Nor .ftain'd with blood the peaceful ground : 
^' But as from noiibme weeds and ilow'rs 
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We juices draw, by chymic pow'rs. 
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" Of fov'reign aid to banifli pain, 

" And uftier rofy health again ^ 

** So, from your errors, wifdom glean, 

" And ev*ry fenfe from paflion wean : 

*' Permit me, for your common weal, 

** Now to intreat, with friendly zeal, 

** That each his fuppliant hands would rear, 

** And by this brilliant goddefs fwear, 

«« Never in ralh difpute engage, 

** Nor war on light furmifes wage; 

" From this mifconduft happier rife, 

*' Be noble, patient, juft, and wife." 

Gay fays, from things minute and mean, 

A virtuous mind will morals glean ; 

Then ftatefmen, patriots. Whig, or Tory, 

With candour weigh the recent ftory. 



PASTORALS. 
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^* Tbejiorms of wintry time will quickly pafs^ 
And one unbounded Spring encircle all*' 

Thompson 



u 



V-InE mom, when hoary Winter *gan his reign,. 
And fleecy fhowers had whiten'd o'er the plain. 
Young Daphnis, mufing by his chearful fire, 
Pleas'd, in his ftraw-crown'd hut, attun'd his lyre ; 

The crackling wood with fprightly ardour blaz'd. 
While thro' his Httle ca&ment Daphnis gaz'd. 
And thus he fang—* Hail ! Winter, tho' fevere, 
^ Thy charms are ftriking as the blooming year;. 



How 
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^ How pleafant 'tis to fee the melting ray, 

' Smiling thro' mifts that hover o'er the day ; 

* What charming landfcapes do the vallies yield, 
' The fnow how brilliant, that adorns the field ; 

* The leaflefs branches of yon hoary trees, 

* Rob'd in new beauty, Iparkle as they freeze : 

* Thofe hedges, late array 'd in flow'ry pride, 

* That might for fragrance with the rofe have vy'd j 
' Tho' loft their fweets, are yet fuperbly dreft, 

' And Nature's hand impearls their ruffet veft : 

* See how the briery twigs and pointed thorn, 

* Crufted in glitt'ring froft, the fcene adorn ; 

* Tranfparcnt icicles, like dew-drops run, 

^ Wave in the wind and (parkle in the fun ; 

* The infant corn (hoots forth in verdant blades, 

* DifFufing foftnefs o'er the op'ning glades ; 

* No more the herds on graffy meads are fed, 

* Or lie luxuriant on their cowflip bed; 



The 
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* The bleating flocks no more on knot-grafs feed, 

* Nor tending ftiepherd tunes his paft'ral reed ; 
' But in the litter'd ftall and clofe-pen d fold, 

* Exulting, view afar the Winter's cold : 

* So hard the earth, that fcarce a ftep remains 

* To fpeak the docile Oxen's ufeful pains ; 

* Who, from the diftant fhed, laborious bear 

* The hoarded faggots of the former year. 

* Flown are the tenants from the naked groves^ 

* In fearch of warmer climes to chaunt their loves ; 

* Save the lone Titmoufe, twit'ring ftill his note^ 
' And hardy Wren, who fwells her little throat ; 

* The Red-breafts too, ftill tune domeftic fong, 

* And as they chirping call they hop along ; 

* My willing hand their preffing wants fupply, 

* Which thankful peckt, again they mount the (ky j 

^ Nor fnow, nor froft, prevents their tribute lay ; 

' Doft thou, O ! Man, fuch conftant homage pay ? 

F 2 * Seef 
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* See ! where yon fpreading oak its flieltcr lends, 
^ Where diftant fmoke in tow'ring curves afcends, 

* Beneath that ruftic roof my Phillis dwells, 

' That maid who all our village maids excels ; 
^ Ev n now, peiiiaps, her thoughts delighted rove 

* On abfent Daphnis, and his faithful love ; 

* Haply her (hepherd's praife (he deigns to fing, 

' And chaunts foft wifhes for the diftant Spring : 

* For then our flocks together fweetly ft ray, 

* And focial converfe gilds each lovely day ; 

* Sweet is her converfe, beauteous too the maid> 

* Fair as the Spring in opting buds array 'd ; 
^ Yet charms more lafting my afFe<5lions bind, 

* I love my Phillis for her gen'rous mind. 



* Ardent IVelov'd her, ever fince that day 

* Alexis' goats did o'er yon movrntain ftray ;; 

* When the young (heph^rd, fix^m the bending rock, 
' Explor'd the caufe of his diminiftit flock ; 

I * There 
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• There his two Goats (the one was big with young) 
^ He murder'd views, as o'er the clifF he hung : 

* Now rifing fighs Alexis' bofom fwell, 

' And gufhing tears his honeft anguifh tell ; 
*' For, oh ! alas ! my Father's poor," he cry'd, 
^^ Where ftiall I ftray to get his wants fupply'd F 
" Home can I ne'er return, ah ! lucklefs day, 
'** Ill-fated Goats, why from me did ye Aray ? " 



* Attentive Phillis dropt a pitying tear, 

* And bade him not of Providence defpair ; 

* Then thus (he faid ; -** Poor fliepiherd, weep no more, 
" Indulgent Heav'n has given me larger ftore ; 

^' From my increafing fold two Goats be thine, 

" One too with young ; good youth, no more repine," 

* With joy the grateful (hepherd wept once more, 
^ Her flowing eyes again with joy ran o'er, 

* Whilft I enraptured wept, and Phillis prais'd, 

* Whofe fympatluzing heart th' afflidted rais'd. 

* O! 
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* O ! Winter, be thou as thou wilt, fevere, 
' This well-tun'd flute (hall charm each lift'ning ear ; 
^ While grateful fhepherds join in Phillis' praife, 
' To her the trueft, tend'reft notes FU raife : 
' Though this keen feafon kills each beauteous flow'r,. 
' Nor winding woodbines ftray around yon bow'r ; 

* What tho' no zephyrs ambient incenfe breathe, 

* A chaplet for her brow I yet can wreath ; 

* For the green Myrtle ftill in beauty grows, 

* Nor yields in fragrance to the bluftiing Rofe : 

* And this foft warbling bird, Tve nurs'd fo long, 

* Shall grace the prefent with mellifluous fong. 

' Be fure, fweet fongfter ! to extaid thy throaty 

* And charm my Phillis with thy fprightliefl: note ; 

* Then may flie lifl:en, and with joy approve, 

* Notes that remind her of her Daphnis' love/ 



Thus ends the (hepherd's carol for the day j 
Alexis heard, and much approv'd the lay. 
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ABSENCE OF DAPHNE. 



** Behold^ yon breathing proJ^eSi bids the Mufe 
'* TChrow all her beauty forth. But 'who can paint 
^' Like Nature r 

Thompson^ 

W H Y loiters Daphne ? whither does fhe ftray ? 
Thy Damon calls, hafte Daphne, come away. 
She comes not yet ! impatient heart, be ftill : 
I'll wait her coming near this murmuring rill. 
And the dull interval of time beguile. 
In viewing myriads chear'd by Nature's fmile. 

Not you, ye fwarthy Pines, can pleafe my fight ; 
Nor you, tall Oaks^ that grace the mountaia's height i 

G Nor 
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Nor thou, full Stream, whofe rapid waters roll 

Like thunder echoing from the diftant pole ; 
But you, foft babbling Brooks, that gently ftray. 
And 'midft promifcuous fweets in eddies play -, 
While broad- leav'd plants your glafly furface hide^ 
And creffes float upon your circling tide ; 
While vernal flowers their dulcet fragrance lend. 
And o'er your limpid ftream in clufters bend. 



With heedful eyes here view thefe turfy groves. 
See ! how the infeft-world tranfported roves ! 
What od'rous fweets thofe flow'ry banks difplay. 
And orient drops profufe the grafs array ! 
The tall blades waving like the lofty Pine, 
While little tufts in humbler beauty fhine ; 
But not a flow'r a fweeter fragrance yields. 
Than the blue Violet 'midft th' enamel'd fields $ 
Emblem of facre^ Wifdom, meek ftie bends^ 
DifFufing fweetncfs to her humbk friends j 



Whilft 
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Whilft other flow'rs, lefs fwect, lefs lovely fair. 
With towVing heads falute the ambient air ; 
Yet breathing odours rife profufe from all. 
Each offers incenfe at the morning's call. 



Mark ! fportive fwarms now hail the fun's bright ray. 
With wings whofe colours gild the face of day ; 
Here beauty, order, juft proportion fhine. 
And chaunt— " The hand that made us is Divine." 
But what fweet blolTom's that which greets mine eye 
With tints of azure and the Tyrian dye ? 
How wanton zephyrs fporting o'er it play ! 
But ah ! th' inchanted flowret's flown away ! 
A Being animate he too can boaft. 
For in the butterfly the bloflbm's loft ! 



Behold yon infeft gaily fportive fly. 
And charm, with varied grace, th' aftonifh'd eye j 

G 2 His 
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His jetty fcales in poliih'd order plac'd^ 

And with rich fcarkt plumes his fides are grae'd ; 

That Pink attraftive bids him fweetly reft. 

And hum the paflions of his little breaft > 

Haply his abfent mate infpires his notes, 

Whilft has (oft mufic in the aether floats. 

Ye gentle zephyrs^ for a while be ftill, 

O ! ceafe a while to flow, thou purling ritf. 

That I may bear tlm minftret of the grove. 

In fweeteft accents tune his fong of lov€ : 

Such are its tender founds, that £(arc6 th« eser 

Notes fo refinM, fo delicafle can hear ; 

Such the conftra^oi^ of its- curious mduld. 

Hardly the eye the fabric can behold. 



Ah ! whence that ruftlmg found ? fay, flow'ry bed I 
Each Rofe, each Lilly hetkdB its wavy head ! 
Affrighted bends !^ for lo ! ai hoftile train'- 
Of yellow rovers hover o'er the plain ; 

The 
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The induftiious fpoilers fc^*ry flow*r eiplortf. 
And add new fragrance to their balmy ftore; 
With equal ardour diligently ftray. 
Then rapt'rdtis bear their honeyed prize away. 



There, in that Trefoil fhade, expanded lies 
The late deceiver of my dazzled eyes ; 
Th' enamel'd wings feem burnifli'd frefti with gold. 
Now cautious fpread, and now together fold ; 
Gay, gaudy Fly ! go, hover o'er that ftream, 
And mark thy beauty in the paffing gleam ; 
So wilt thou emulate the fair, the gay. 
Who wafte at toilets their long ufelefs day ; 
Yet all that nature, pomp, or beauty blefs, 
Muft yield to thee in elegance df drefs. 



But Zephyr now be^s a rougher breeze. 
And gufts impetuous rend the quivering trees ; 



Each* 
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Each frighted infecl to his fhed repairs, 
'Till Nature's brow a calmer afpefl wears. 



Soft now ! what phantom rufli^s on my view, 
Rob'd like the rainbow in each vaiy'd hue ? 
Beware, ye flow'rs ! 'tis Hyacinth, the gay. 
Trampling your fweets, he haftens on his way ; 
In vain, for him, luxuriant Nature fpreads 
Her mofly carpets, her embroider *d meads : 
Infefls and plants, what odious hateful things ! 
Sure trivial rapture from from fuch fources fprings ! 
Sol too, efFulging thro' the rofeate morn. 
Paints fcenes thy radiant eyes behold with fcorn ; 
Such grave enjoyments polifh'd youths defpife. 
More ftriking beauties dwell in Harriot's eyes ; 
To her he flies, the gay beau-monde are there. 
Soft, well-dreft youths, and giddy, gaudy fair : 
Forgive, O ! Hyacinth, my want of tafle. 
To me gay circles feem a defart wafte ; 

10 On 
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On pleafure's wings your rapid moments fly. 
While Nature and her God neglefted lie. 



But fee ! my lovely Daphne now appears. 
She comes all fweetnefs, and diipels my fears. 
Adieu, ye flowers, ye lawns, thou purling rill. 
My Daphne comes, and now my heart is ftill : 
And you, ye tenants of the fragrant grove. 
Oft fhall my fteps amidft your dwellings rove j 
Delights like thefe my ravifh'd foul refine, 
I tafte the bleffings of a hand divine 5 
Here ufeful, beautiful, united prove 
Their maker, God of harmony and love. 



But fee ! my Daphne's come, in green array'd^ 
The happy zephyrs kifs the beauteous maid j 
Gentle her finiles, her eyes benignly bright. 
Yet loft on me were that inchanting fight. 



Did 
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Did not her modeft, her attra^ve mien, 
Confcious imply the Graces dwell within ; 
Benevolence and Truth her fteps attend. 
And ev'ry virtue owns her for a fri 
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'' Self-love tbu^pujh'd to fociah to divine, 
" Gives thee to make thy neighbours bleffing thine '^ 

Pope, 



W HEN Sol, one mom, his rays intenfely ftied 
With fcorching luftre on the traveller's head. 

The young Amyntas, from his early toil. 
Was home returning, loaded with his fpoil ; 
Three beechen poles were o'er his fhoulders hung. 
While in his nervous hand a hatchet fwung ; 
With heat and labour tir'd, th' induftiious fwain 
Hafles on for fhelter o'er the burning plain. 
Behold a wood that ftraight before him lay. 
Hither with ardour he purfues his way ; 

H 2 The 
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The fpreading oaks their foliage round him bend. 
And mofs -grown feats relief propitious lend ; 
A rapid ftrcam meandered thro' the grove. 
Where Dryad nymphs in fultry dog-days rove ; 
Clofe by whofe banks an infant oak uprear'd 
Its flender trunk, and languifhing appeared ; 
The impetuous ftream had fhook its tender hold^ 
And rudely robb'd it of the nurturing mould. 



Amyntas faw, and with a deep fetch'd-figh, 
Alas!" he cry*d, " 'tis pity thou (houldft die,. 
Ere yet thy acorns ftrew this verdant bed. 
Or ere thy leaves maturcr beauties (hed ; 
Forbid it Fate ! this hand fliall fence thee round, 
Thefe becchen poles (hall guard thy ravaged ground t 
Then moiftcn'd earth around the root he fpread. 
And with nice culture form'd the nurfing bed. 
Now pleas'd he views hi& toil fuccefsful prove. 
And now prepares to quit the flielt'ring grove ^ 



When,. 
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When, lo ! a voice of foft inchanting found 
Iflues he knows not whence, from tree or ground. 
And calls Amyntas ! — he aftonilh'd ftands. 
His hatchet falling from his trembling hands ; 
When thus the Syren Dryad of the oak. 
For fuch (he was, in fofteft accents fpoke :— 
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" Young Shepherd, gentleft of the ruftic train, 
•* With whom compaflion never pleads in vain. 
Say ! what return my willing hand (hall pay 
For that benevolence thy deeds difplay ; 
** Speak thy de(ire, (hall India's wealth be thine ?. 
" rU fetch thee treafures from Peruvians mine : 
** I know thy wants, five ewes thy only (lore ;. 
** Speak, Shepherd, fpeak ; and I exert my pow'r*. 

•* My favourite tree thy gentle care relieves, 
** Thy timely aid revives its drooping leaves y 
" With grateful ardour I attend thy will. 



€€ 



Speak but thy wi(h, and I that wi(h ful(il/' 



O! 
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* O ! facred Nymph, the Shepherd thus returns, 

* For fordid wealth my bofom never bums -, 
^ But if, indeed, thy kind indulgent care 

* Attends my will, and waits to crown my pray'r ; 

* Reftore Palemon to his wonted health, 

* Friendfhip like his exceeds all other wealth ; 

^ Drooping, fmce harveft, more and more he bends; 

* Reftore, O ! gentle Nymph, the beft of friends/ 



The wond'ring Dryad heard the gen'rous pray'r. 
And made the Shepherds her peculiar care; 
Palemon gladdens in returning health. 
The good Ainyntas finds increafe of wealth ; 
And, as the Gods benevolence approve. 
They ftiower'd unnumber'd bleffings from above. 
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ON THE MOST NOBLE 



FRANCIS Marq^uis of TAVISTOCK. 
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ON THE MOST NOBLE 



FRANCIS Marq^uis of TAVISTOCK^ 



The dread Almighty fiat is fulfill'd. 
And virtuous Taviftock fubmiflive bows ; 

Serenely mild, performs what Heav'n has wili'd. 
Though long retarded by ten thoufand vows. 



For him, the mournful family of pain 
IncefTant rais'd to Heav'n the adding i^e i 

The haplefs widow, «id her oiphan train. 
With ardour pray'd ^Sm^ patron might not Hit. 



For 
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For him, the tender father's heart was torn 5 
For him, the trembling mother vainly pray'd ; 

For him, fraternal friendfliip droops forlorn. 
Nor dares give comfort, nor expefls its aid. 



For him, (but ah ! can words defcribe her grief?) 
A virtuous, tender wife, imploring Heav'n, 
In fpeechlefs agony intreats relief. 

And hopes the awful fentence yet's ungiv'n. 



But what avails the fond, the vain requeft ; 
Who dares Almighty wifdom to arraign ? 

That pow'r, who form'd him, fent the dread beheft. 
And to the youth mature announc'd his claim. 



Nor birth, nor titles, his all-feeing eye, 
Who views the clofe recefles of the heart. 

E'er eftimates ; thofe airy phantoms fly. 
And in the purer fpirit hold no part. 



More 
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More glorious titles, Tavistock, were thine; 
Though bom and bred in Fortune's downy neft. 

An early votary at Virtue's fhrinc. 
Of all thy honours fure thy heart was beft. 



That was to Heav'n a facrifice refin'd. 
Thy deeds like fragrant incenfe reach'd the fldes ; 

And as too good to dwell with human kind^ 
Thy great rewarder bade thy fpirit rife. 



It mounting flew, on Seraphs' wings upborne. 
And faw aetherial worlds with glad furprife; 

Where 'midft the fons of ever-blooming mom. 
Thy faithful Emily ■ attrafts thine eyes. 



* Charles Emily, Efq; author of Death, a poem, addrefled to the 
Marquis. 
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But O ! forgive, bright fhade, the impious lay. 
That dares thy worth, that dares thy blifs depaint ; 

What mortal thought can heav'nly joys difplay, 
Or fpeak the glowi ng raptures of the faint ? 



But may fweet Patience, fmiling cherub, fly, 
And from her bright abode with fpeed defcend. 

To wipe the bitter tear from Sorrow's eye. 
And foothe the wife, the parent, fitter, friend. 



For great her might, by facred Reafon join'd. 
To calm the palfions, to fubdue the will ; 

Hence flows fubmiflion, flieady and refign'd. 
That gilds, through varying life, the nauiS^us pill. 



That healing pow'r will fliew the blooming pair. 
That lov*d, lamented Tavistock bequeaths. 

The tend'refl: objefts of parental care. 
In whom, again, the noble father breathes. 

1 o There^ 
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There, there ! illuftrious partners of diftrefs. 
With doubled tendernefs your cares employ ; 
Thofe dear depofits will your woes reprefs. 
And bid your anxious bofoms feel new joy. 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN ON THE DEATH OF 



HIS GRACE THE MOST NOBLE 



JOHN Duke of BEDFORD. 



Just when the hurrying dream of life is o'er. 
And Death, grim monarch, beckons to his (hore. 
Our waken'd fenfes view, with fad difmay. 
Their idle phantoms thro' the mazy way. 
And if indulgent Heav'n our fpan extends. 
His reftlefs darts can wound us thro' our friends ; 
Or when the great, whofe talents largely giv'n. 
Proclaim them ftewards of the gifts of Heav'n, 
Yield up their all to man's relentlefs foe, 
Appaird we mourn th' inevitable blow. 



Long 
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Long noble Bedford, pinnaclM on high, 

Soar'd like a tow'ring eagle thro' the fky ; 

By birth illuftrious, wealth and titles bore. 

But now the gaily-gilded fcene is o'er ; 

And even while Fortune, with her choiceft gales. 

With frefheft breezes, fiU'd his fwelling fails. 

Still bittereft trials mark'd the varied plan, 

« 
And taught the feeling mortal he was man. 

While party-bigots ftrove to blaft his fame. 
Dark Envy's fliafts in baleful myriads came ; 
Not one humane, one gen'rous deed reveal'd. 
His a6ls mifconflru'd, and his worth conceal'd : 
Yet flight thefe wounds, to what the fire muft bear. 
When bleeding nature barr'd the ftruggling tear; 
When a lov'd fon, fiis own, his country's pride. 
In youth, in blooming virtue, timelefs dy'd. 
When his fair faithful mate, with woes o'erpreft. 
Flew to her much-lov'd lord in fcarch of reft ; 

Thefe, 
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Thefe, noble Bedford, were as leffons given. 
Thy foul to wean from earth and wing to heaven : 
Obedience taught, thou didft thy God adore. 
And full of fteady faith his will explore ; 
Serene, in death, thy feeble voice couldft raife. 
And tune, in parting ftrains, thy Maker's praifc : 
Here Envy's felf approves the friendly tear. 
And owns her keeneft darts are blunted here. 



A PAS- 
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PASTORAL ELEGY 



ON THE DEATH OP 



GEORGE LORD LYTTELTON, 



1 E bowVs of Hagley, (where the Graces rove. 

Lave 'mid your fprings, or rornid your valleys play) 
Shed all your fweets^ defpoil each fragrant grove. 
In balmy ruins fhroud your fhepherd's clay. 
Mourn, widow'd Graces, ev'ry pleaiure fled. 
Even Virtue mourns, for Lycidas is dead I 



K That 
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That Lycidas, who whilom us'd to lead 

Your fportive train, to wind the mazy ftream ; 
Who lur*d your fteps, o'er Haglcy's lawns to tread. 
And pierc'd each grove with your enlivening gleam* 
Mourn, Jiaplefs nymphs f decline each flow'r its head 
The pride of virtue, Lycidas is dead ! 



That Lycidas, *y ev^iy 'Mufe ador*d, 

Whofe filver harp fo often tun'd their praife p 
WhoTe lofty-geaius lib'pal arts explored. 
Who did to Wifdom lafting trophies raife. 

Mourn, Mufes, mourn, the nobleft (pirit fled,. 
Mild Wifdom mourn, for Lycidas is dead L 



That^ Lycidas, whofe noble bofotti glowU 

With jiatriot fbridnets for his country's weal;: 

He from wK<J{e1if>s perfiialive reafori flbw'd, 
Whofe^dfifh'd tftiths could*rapt attention fte^^ 

Mourn, '^fefin/'tiifettrn, thd'fermdt patriot fledj 



Bright Honour mourn, for Lycidas is dead !. 

Q TEat 
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That Lycidast whofe gentle nature felt 

The pains and forrows that were not his own ; 
Who ne'er deny'd,. when trembling anguifh knelt. 
But paid with ready joy the facred loan. 

Mourn, Mercy, mourn, the kindeft fpirit fled. 
Soft Pity mourn, for Lycidas is dead ! 



That Lycidas, by every fcience hail'd, 

Whofe ftedfaft virtue faftion ne'er could blame 5 
In whofe warm heart, religion's truths prevail'd ; 
The brighteft trophy in the fairefl: fame, 

Hufti then thy plaints, thy penfive fbrains give o'er. 
For Lycidas now fhines— to fet no more I 
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THE 



FIFTH FRAGMENT 



O F 



F I N G A L 



JN O W yellow leaves in winnow'd ruins moxirn 
Their vanifh'd blo<»n, and Winter's dire return ; 
Now the grey mifts, on hill and mountain hoar. 
Proclaim the genial pride of Summer o'er ; 
The rocking whirlwind whiftles o'er the heath , 
Dark rolls the river thro' the plain beneath ; 
High on the fummit of yon lofty hill» 
Where ambient clouds stherial fweets diftil. 
That lonely tree denotes the turfy grave. 
Of youthful Connal, mighty, virtuous, brave ! 



There 
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There Autumn's fpoils, in ruftling heaps, adorn 
The facred fpot that holds his timelefs urn ; 
There, when drear Midnight holds her folemn reign» 
And fpreads her fable mantle o'er the plain. 
Glide airy forms, as bright as Cynthia's beam. 
That with foft luftre dances on the ftream. 
Splendid, tho' wan, reflefting rays they dart. 
Amaze the eye, while they aftone the heart. 

O ! Connal, warrior, mighty was thy race. 
Who can the glories of thy lineage trace 1 
Yes, noble Connal's number'd with the dead. 
No more fliall trophies crown his valiant head : 
Far was their clanging armour heard around. 
While mangled heroes ftrew'd the gore-drench'd ground. 
And frighted Echo, in her vaulted cave. 
Redoubled heard, and told the blows they gave. 
Dire were the wars of Fingal's glorious line. 
For there did Connal life and pow'r refign 5 



Connal, 
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Connal, whofe arm was mighty as a ftorm^ 
Bright as his glitt'ring fword his ftriking form ; 
Ereft his tow'ring mien as yoft tall rock, 
Whofe thymy border feeds my wand'ring flock ; 
His darting eyes the native fire confeft. 
That glow'd with honeft ardour in his bread : 
liOud was his voice when heard in war's alarms^ 
And conqu'ring heroes bow'd to Connal's arms ^ 
Each warrior's fword to his became a toy. 
They fell like thiftles by the playful boy. 



The mighty Dargo, black as clouds that low'r, 
With brow impatient waits the deftin'd hour ; 
His rolling eye-balls horrid fury glare. 
And fcowling afpeft bids for war prepare 1 
Advanc'd with hafty fl:rides, refolv'd to try 
Young Connal's might, and conqueror live or die* 
Fierce was their combat, dire the clang of fleel. 
While each, by turns, the biting falchion feel ; 



Fate 
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Fate filent view'd, the conqueft doubtful grew. 
When near the Chiefs the fair Crimora drew. 
Great Rinval's daughter, beauteous as the morn. 
Clad in gay arms, fuch arms as youths adorn : 
Her curling treffes, flowing loofe behind. 
Were tofs'd in fweet diforder by the wind ; 
Sharp-pointed arrows her left arm embrace. 
While a tough bow her beauteous fingers grace : 
In this difguife (he views her much-lov'd youth. 
For bound to Connal was her plighted truth ; 
His life (he fear'd ; then quick an arrow drew. 
Which pierc'd unerring, yet in error flew ; 
For, haplefs maid ! in Connal*s faithful breafl:. 
Behold, the whizzing arrow fl:ands confefs'd. 
Like a fallen oak, extended on the plain. 
He thund'ring fell, and crufli'd the mighty flain i 
Or like a rifted rock, by tempcfts torn. 
Strewing the plain which once it did adorn. 



The 
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The fad Crimora, pale, transfix'd with grief, 
Aftonifh'd ftands, nor dares attempt relief; 
While bath'd in purple ftreams he gafping lies, 
Fault'ring attempts her name, then groans and dies ; 
Her Connal dies, can fair Crimora live ? 
What joy can life, without her Connal, give ? 
Each tedious night, and each returning day. 
Her Connal's name re-echo'd in her lay ; 
O ! Death, fhe cries, is Connal then no more ? 
Unite us, tyrant, on fome happier fhore : 
Death heard, admir'd, and feiz'd the lovely maid. 
And now with Connal's are her afhes laid ; 
There Earth enfolds the trueft, brighteft pair. 
The valiant hero, and the virtuous fair ; 
The tufted grafs with livelier verdure grows. 
And there the earlieft, fweeteft Violet blows ; 
While I, extended in this penfive (hade. 
Of mournful Yew and drooping Cyprefs made, 

L 2 Hear 
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Hear ruftling winds in plaintive murmurs tell. 
How Connal conquered, and how Connal fell : 
While aching mem'ry ftill the pair purfues^ 
That conlcious plain my mellowed grief renews 5 
Nor age, nor time, thefe traces can deftroy. 
For Woe writes deeper chara£lers than Joy : 
There peace-encirckd may their afties lie. 
Nor Connal's fame^ nor bright Crimora's, die. 



THE 



C 17 ] 



T.H E 



EIGHTH FRAGMENT 



O F 



F I N G A L. 

\J L D Ofcian, on a mofly feat reclined. 
In feeble accents eas'd his laboring mind i 
Sole fad furvivor of great Fingal's race. 
Wrinkled, by time and grief, his furrow'd face; 
Dim were his faded eyes, his fleecy hair 
Might with the virgin fnow for white compare i 
His beard in waving treflfes crown'd his breaft. 
That frequent heav'd, by fad remembrance preft j 
Nor quite had age the languid current froze, 
Frefh to his aching fenfe reflexion rofe ; 



Pail 
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Paft forrows recent feem, and ftill impart 
New throbs of anguifh to his bleeding heart. 



' Oh ! Where's my king, my father, now/ he cry'd. 
And where his valiant fons that round him dy*d ? 
Ofcar, my fon, my Ofcar I deplore; 
Why do I live, fince Ofcar is no more ? 

! royal Fingal, where's our mighty race ? 
And where the glories we were wont to trace ? 
Were now each valiant youth, each blooming maid ? 
Low in their earthy bed for ever laid ; 

1 grafp, I feel the turfy hillocks rife. 

My hands are faithful, tho' too weak my eyes : 
The murm'ring river hoarfely rolls along. 
And in deep cadence joins my plaintive fong ; 
No more, thou fwelling ftream, my woes renew. 
Without thy aid I can my tale purfue ; 
Forbear thy murmurs, ah ! awhile forbear. 
Nor draw from fightlcfs eyes the briny tear ; 



For 



THE EIGHTH FRAGMENT OF FINGAL. 79 

* For thou recairft, what mem'ry fain would hide— 

* Great Fingal's fons, array d in warlike pride, 

* Did on thy banks in glitt'ring armour fhine, 

* Ere£t, and lofty as the mountain pine : 

* Thy trembling banks our weight could fcarce fuftain^ 

* Thy waves affrighted fought the diftant main. 



* Great was the day, when, Fillan, thou wert there, 

Fam'd for majeftic mien and pond'rous fpear : 
Ofcar, my valiant fon, his numbers flew. 
And 'midft embattled ranks a terror threw : 
Fingal the great, the pride of age, appears. 
Comely, ereft, tho' filver'd o'er with years : 
His nervous hand ne'er drew the bow in vain. 

For by each whizzing arrow Chiefs were flain : 
Then Morney's fon, in dazzling armour gay. 
With his keen falchion mow'd his purple way ; 
Talleft of men, young Gaul, his father's pride. 
With many a noble warrior by his fide, 

' Grac'd 
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* Grac'd like a tow'ring oak th* embattled plain, 

* And view'd, with haughty afpeft, thoufands flain : 

* Loud was his voice as founds the rapid tide, 

* Which in ftrong currents tears the mountain's fide ; 
** Fingal !" he cry'd, " why fingly wilt thou reign, 
*• Unfit the toils of empire to fuftain ? 

** Thou fon of mighty Corval, grey with years, 

** Behold f a rival king in me appears ; 

•* Agile my arm the fcepter well to wield, 

** The fword to brand i(h, or to grafp the ftiield ; 

** Able my brow the regal gold to wear, 

•* Well Tan my mind the toils of empire bear ; 

*' For I am ftrong as Boreas on the main, 

*' Or as a whirlwind fweeping o'er the plain : 

*• Then, Fingal, yield, the diadem refign, 

** Thy life and empire elfe fhall foon be mine." 



' Ofcar, my fon, the haughty boaftcr heard, 
* And fwift his nervous arm for combat rear'd ; 



But 
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But mighty Fingal, fmiling in difdain, 
Approach'd the infulting Hero of the plain ; 

* Ofcar, be gone/' he cry'd, ** behold me here, 

* That rival king whom Morney's fon fliall fear :" 
Then, with redoubled blows, the heroes join. 
And Nature's force with adlive Art combine ; 
With fturdy arms in rude embrace they meet. 
And tear the rugged ground with struggling feet ;, 
Like a toft ikiff, which dafliing waves rebound,^ 
Their crackling finews echo'd all around : 

Long did they toil, with equal fkill and might. 
E'en till the fun was wrapt in dufky night ; 
Then, like two falling oaks, they crulh'd the fields 
And Morney's fon was late conftrain'd to yield i 
The aged conquers, Gaul is overcome. 
And waits, in captive bonds, his haplefs doom ; 
When lo ! a beauteous form our wonder drew. 
With radiant eyes o'ercharg'd with pearly dew y, 

M * Sweet 
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Sweet as the morn, and as the rainbow fair. 
With neck of fnow, and braids of golden hair ; 
Gentle fhe feem'd as fpirits of the hill. 
Which high behcfts with tender care fulfil ; 
Such Minvanc was, for foon the lovely maid 
Herfelf declared, and thus to Fingal laid :— 



•' O ! mighty King, regard with gracious ear, 
*' And grant, O! inftant grant, my earneft pray'r ; 
** Loofe me the bands of Gaul, my brother free, 
** Who never own'd a conqueror but thee ; 
*' Reftore, O ! quickly, to my fond embrace, 
" His fitter's joy, the pride of all his race/' 



' Admiring Fingal gently made reply ; 
** Lives there a man that can thy fuit deny ? 
" Thou lovely Minvane 1 daughter of the hill, 
** Thy ev'ry wifti with rapture I fulfil ; 

I '' Yes, 
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*• Yes, maiden fairer than the northern fnow, 
" Sweet as the opening rofe s fragrant glow, 

** The valiant Gaul be thine, I burft his chain, 
*' Nor from thy tender breaft one joy detain." 



* With gentle accents thus he cheer'd the maid, 

* Yet here, alas ! are now his afhes laid ; 

* Mute now that tongue fo often wont to charm, 

* Clos'd the keen eye, unftrung the nervous arm ; 

* While old and fightlefs I his deeds relate, 

* And fondly wreft them from devouring fate j 

* His honour'd tomb with pious tears bedew, 

* And while I ftrive to foothe, my griefs renew/ 



M 2 ANNINGAIT 
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AND 
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A GREENLAND TALE, 



'* Hhefouh iJobicb conjlancy injpires, has poivr to climb 

'* To all the heights fublime 

'^ Of Virtue's taw' ring hUU' 

Mason* 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



T 



HE following Tale is taken from tlie fourth volume of the 
Rambler, 
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ANNINGAIT 



AMD 



A J U T T. 



J^OVE, powerful love, impatient of controuU 
Softens the heart, and animates the foul ; 
That love refin'd that can the magic bogft 
Of warmth unchang'd amidft eternal froft : 
Witnefs, fair Ajutt, pride of icy plains; 
Where darknefs half the year triumphant reigns. 
And faithful gen'rous Anningait^ the youth. 
By love taught foftnefs, by that foftnefs truth : 
Both flourifh'd fweet on Greenland's rigid coaft. 
Pure as its fnow, and conilant as its frof): ; 



No 
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No polifh'd arts of fpecious vice they knew. 
The youth was noble, and the maid was true ; 
From earlieft dawn their charms no rival faw. 
By Nature blefs'd beyond her ufual law ; 
No Greenland-fwain like Anningait could dare,. 
To fix th' harpoon, or roufe the Whale to war; 
From his firm hand the unerring jav'lin flew. 
His bark deep loaded by the Seal he flew : 
Blefs'd in his friends, illuft-rious was his race. 
Graced by his birth, his birth his actions grace. 



'Twas at a folemn fcaft in Greenland held. 
Where beauteous Ajutt ev'ry nymph excell'd. 
That Anningait firfl: faw the blooming fair. 
With modeft fenfe, and unaffefted air ; 
He gaz'd with rapture I Ajutt did the fame ! 
Their fouls, congenial, caught the rifing flame;. 
On her, alone, he fix'd his firm regard. 
The choiceft Whale was to her hoard prefer'd ;. 



A fpotlefs 
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A fpotlefs ermine (emblem of her mind) 
To deck her fhoulders he from his refign'd ; 
With thefe a gift of greater worth beftow'd, 
A heart all her's, a heart fupremely good ; 
To fing her charms his artlefs voice was fir'd. 
Thus flow'd the lay which love and fhe infpir'd:— 



* Ajutt, more beauteous than th' willowy fhade, 
' Fragrant as Mountdn-Thyme, enchanting maid I 

• Than Morfe's teeth thy fingers whiter are, 

• Thy beauteous feet more nimble than the hare 5 

• Thy fmiles as grateful as difiblving fiiow, 

' When welcome fun-fhine bids our lakes overflow j 

• Far as e'er thought can trace I'll thee purfue, 
^ And be thy lover and thy guardian too ^ 

• No pow'r (hall Ajutt from her love divide, 

^ Nor midland cliffs, nor eaftem caverns hide ; 

• Not he, of maids the foe, that giant fell, 

• Curs'd HafFgufa, that loves in caves to dwell ; 

N * Nor 
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* Nor Amarock, that ev'ry breaft alarms, 

' Should tear my beauteous Ajutt from my arms ; 
' And may that wretch, if fuch a wretch there be, 

* That, envious, would divide my love and me, 
' Be in his icy bed in filence laid, 

* 'Reft of his bow, nor wept by faitliful maid ; 

* And in the land of fouls when he arrives, 

' And new to life in that dread clime revives, 

* May then his fcuU the burning drops receive 

' From ftarry lamps, nor have one friend to grieve/ 



Th' attentive fifhers, Greenland's choiceft fwains. 
Enraptured liften, and approve his ftrains ; 
The nymphs on Ajutt caft an envious eye. 
And wifti their fate with fuch a fwain to try ; 
While Ihe, tho* pleas'd, exults in beauty's pride. 
The tender flame (he feels, refolv'd to hide. 



But 
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But now the long-expefted God of day 
Began oilce more on fparkling froft to play s 
The fnow diflblves, long-ftagnant waters rife, 
A new creation greets their raptur'd eyes ; 
The Greenland youths the happy omen hail. 
Prepare for combat with the mighty Whale ; 
With aftive ardour all renew their toil, ' 
And count in thought the treafures of their oil ; 
Foremoft, in all, fee Anningait appear. 
For lovely Ajutt deigns the toil to fhare ; 
Her prefence animates the hero's mind. 
He rufli'd on danger fleeter than the wind. 
With agile arm th' aftonifh'd Sea-horfe flrook, 
Apd drew him, panting, on his well-fix*d hook ; 
In utmoft depths the diving Seal purfu'd, 

m 

And pierc'd the Whale, with finewy ftrength endu'd : 
And when, with loaded bark, to land they fteer. 
With aftive Ikill he caught the dappled Deer j 

N 2 Their 
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Their glofly (kins he drefs'd to deck his bride. 
But hope and anxious fear his breaft divide ; 

r 
■ A 

\;'' For ftill fair Ajutt further proof demands. 

Ere nuptial rites fhould join their plighted hands ; 

To diftant (hores commands the youth to rove. 

To find if abfence could abate his love ; 

In fearch of wand'ring Whales fhe bids him roam. 

To crown their board when winter call'd him home i 

He muft comply — implicit he obeys. 

Her will is law ; what more a lover fways ? 

Yet, ere he parts, her tent with flow'rs he ftrews, 

Refrefh'd with fweeteft of the Iceland dews ; 

Balmy as Ajutt's breath, the new-bom flowVs 

Might vie for fragrance with Arcadian bow'rs ; 

Thefe as he ftrew'd, to Ajutt thus he faid, 

' Attend, and mark, inexorable maid : 

* See, in thefe bloflbms, beauty's fhort-liv'd pow'r, 

^ Beauty as fading as t}ie morning flow'r ; 

* This 
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This hour prefents them lovely to thy view, 

I i 

Impearrd with fragrance, deck'd in orient dew ; 
Another comes, no more they cheer thine eye. 
And ere a third revolves, they droop and die : 
Such, my lov'd Ajutt, is the life we boaft, 
A tranfient dream, which ere enjoy'd is loft : 
Why wilt thou then enforce this harfti command. 
And drive me wretched to fome diftant ftrand ? 
Why wilt thou not my plighted vows receive. 
And be my partner on the boift Vous wave ? 
Then could I fearlefs ev'ry danger try ; 
What danger can I dread when Ajutt's nigh ? 
O ! virgin, beauteous as the funny beam. 
Which glitt'ring dances on the limpid ftream. 
Once more refleft, recall the fad decree. 
Be juft to Ajutt, and be kind to me ; 
Think, ere I go, what frofts, what fogs may rife. 
And join'd, preclude my charmer from my eyes; 



93 



Thou 
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' Thou know 'ft, my fair, our clime, condcmn'd to froft, 
' Of days aiid nights alternate cannot boaft, 

* Like.thofe gay climes, by lying ftrangers told, 

' Where houfes fcreen them from the inclement cold ; 

* Ere my return, dread Winter's bird may fing, 
' And night overtake me with an eagle's wing; 

' What then, in thofe lone months, can cheer my foul ? 

* Not Seal delicious, nor the flowing bowl ; 

' The flaming lartips, without thy eyes, would fade, 

* Nor healing oil could cure the wound they've made/ 



In vain the youth his utmofl: art eflay'd, 
Perfuafion mov'd not, nor foft pity fway'd ; - 
But ere he went, his lafl: refpeft to fhew. 
Seven Ermine (kins, that rivaled Greenland's fnow. 
With five fair Swans, he as a tribute gave. 
And Seals frefli bleciding from the briny wave. 
With marble lamps, and oil of curious tafte. 
To deck her board, and crown the rich repaft : 



With 
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With joy refin'd, this gift the nymph receiv'd. 
Sweet proof of love, from him in whom fhe liv'd; 
Then, trembling, wifti'd the parting pang was o'er. 
While pitying fighs her love-lorn bofom tore. 



95 



The ready boat the tardy youth upbraids. 
And frequent fummons from the rowing maids : 
' I come," he cries ; ** my Ajutt lov'd, adieu — 
* Forget me not, my fair — be juft — be true V 
The words, by grief, half frozen on his tongue. 
He figh'd — fhe wept — and on his bofom hung ; 
Then vow'd unchanging love, and fervent pray'd 
Each Pow'r to guard him for his faithful maid ; 
And that no Syren mermaid of the deep. 
Might fnatch her love, and leave her heart to weep : 
With her's, his own he joins, and prays each Pow'r 
To guard his maid, and hafle their nuptial hour ; 
Then onward moves — now looks a lafl adieu. 
While tender eloquence his cheeks bedew : 

Thrice 



^6 ANNINGAIT AND AJUTT. 

Thrice he attempts his floating bark to leave. 
And fwim to Ajutt o'er the dafhing wave; 
Like fome fair image, Ajutt lifelefs ftands. 
Surveys his boat, and marks the piinted fands 5 
*Till waves and rocks her profpecl intercept. 

Her hutt then fought, and there in private wept. 



But now the greened mofs fhe culls with care. 
And dries the grafs for Anningait to wear ; 
Of fofteft Ikins a fifhing-coat fhe wrought. 
Of curious form, like him of whom fhe though*^ 
A boat of toughefl fkins together few'd. 
And as fhe work'd, each tender vow renew'd ; 
Then in foft numbers each good genius prays. 
To guide her fwain thro' Terror's pathlefs ways ; 
And that his nervous arms might flronger prove 
Than the fierce Bear, nor aught annoy her love ; 
That his fwift darts unerring he might guide ; 
That his tough boat might bravely flem the tide j 



That 
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That the crack'd ice might ne'er his feet betray ; 
That his harpoon might never mifs the prey* 
Thus in lone fadnefs Ajutt ftill remains. 
Nor joins the maidens on the jocund plains ; 
Her locks unbraidcd o'er her fhoulders flow. 
In beauteous negligence and pomp of woe ; 
The rural iports fhe now no more adorns. 
Nor thinks of joy till Anningait returns ; 
While he, by calms detained, or tempefts toft. 
Vainly attempts to reach the deftin'd coaft ; 
Sighing he ftands, and views the ruffled main. 
And thus to life compares the varied fcene :— 



^ O I frail, uncertain ftate, where fhall we find 
A truer emblem of the human mind. 
Than in the floating ice ; by billows toft. 
It tow'rs on high, there fparkles, and is loft ? 
The fun-beams bright diffolve the glittVmg toy. 
And rocks that lurk in ambufli to deftroy ; 

O ' Each 
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* Each caufe concurs this facred truth to proyc» 

* No joys arc permanent but tbofe above. 

' What art thou, Plcafurc ? fleeting as a dream^ 
^ Which fuddeo blazes like a northern gkam^ 
^ That plays a moment on oui* dazxkd eyes, 
^ Then palls, and fades, and in aa infiant dies ! 
' What, Love, art thou ? the whirlpool of our reft, 
' The fatal eddy of the human breaft, 
' The foft fenfMion that un&en obtains 
^ Such fovereign pow'r, fiion aUblute it ragns i 
' Had not my eyes thy chaims, O i Ajatt, trac'd, 
^ The fweet ex|>re^ns that thy perfon grac'd, 

* The winning foftnefs and th' attra£ling mien, 

« Which confcious Ipoke the Graces dwelt within ; 

* Then had I ftill wiA downy cafe been bleft, 

* Slept like the cardefs Morfe in vacant reft ; 

* Joyous as mhiftrels in the ftarry fphere, 

* Had felt no grief, a ftranger ftill to fear : 

• But 
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' But if my lovdy fair will true remain, 

' How light each toil, how overpaid each pain T 

' That fweet refleftion fhall my peace reftore, 

* She's true as fair, and we fhall part no more : 

' That thought, my Ajutt, fhall my nerves new brace, 

' 111 hunt the Rein^deer with unwearied chace ; 

' A few weeks pafi then loaded 111 return, 

' And Love's pure flame for us fhall grateful bum ; 

^ Roefifh and Porpoife fhall thy kindred feafl, 

' And thou fhalt fmile on ev'ry friendly guefl: ; 

' The Seals' tough Adns fhall fcreen thee from the cold, 

' The Fox and Hare fhall Ajutt's ^ouch enfold ; 

' The marble lamps with iweeteft oil I'll fill, 

* To light thy tent, and fragrant £times diflil : 

* Hafle then, O ! Time, add fwiftnefs to thy flight, 
' Hafle and reftore my Ajutt to my fight/ 



Thus was the yodrth by turns a captive led. 
By finiling Hope, Difinay, and anxious Dread $ 

O 2 Till 
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Till, rous'd by fpout^ng Whales, his ardour glows. 
And with new courage to the fight he goes : 
Ajutt, a fad reclufe from all fhe lov'd. 
Retirement woo'd, by focial joys unmov'd ; 
And true to love, as is th' attrafted fteel. 
In thought felt ev'ry woe that he might feeU 



Once, as fhe ftray'd, by gentle labour led. 
Drying foft fkins to deck her lover's bed, 
Nornfuck, a mighty chief among their fwdns„ 
Return'd from hunting o'er the diftant plains ; 
The lovely maid he view'd, with foft furprize. 
An inftant viftim to her conquering eyes ; 
Fair without gaudy pomp, or ftudied art. 
Her native beauty ftruck the hero's heart ; 

By Love o'er-aw'd, whofe pow'r he now firfl: knew>. 
Specchlefs he gaz'd, and wift not what to do ; 

But ready Hope her flatt'ring counfel lends. 
And bids him gain the fjur one by her friends t 



For 
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For much he feared his fuit to Ajutt vain. 

Yet bleft the abfence of her favoured fwain ; 

Revolv'd with joy his birth, liis mighty ftore. 

For great his wealth, no Greenland fwain had more ; 

On thefe depends her parents' f^th to try. 

And hopes their pow*r might win her to comply s. 

Yet firft prefumes his paflion to difclofe. 

And o'er her neck a dappled deer-ikin throws i 

This with difdain the faithful maid returns. 

Then for her Anningait afrefli fhe mourns : 

Her father's diftant hutt the hero fought,. 

His worth explained,, and ev'ry tender thought; 

The glitt'ring bait their abjedl minds allures. 

And the new lover foon his wifh procures; 



Home when the maid retum'd, with artful tale 
They praife young Nomfuck, hero of the vale ; 
His pow'r, his wealth, they fet in dazzling light. 
His vaft poffeffions for th' approaching night i. 



How 
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How bright his form (for true the youth was fair) 
In graceful ringl«t6 flow'd liis jetty h^ i 
His perfon pleafing, and quick piercing eye> 
That might for keenneft with the Eagle's vie ; 
His ardent paflion crovm'd the idcfiniie tale t 
But vain eath att that daf*d her truth afiail ; 
With filent fcorn th' attatiAg change (he htiti» 
That they forget her V6w and frec^mt tears i 
The frequent tears Which to her love ihe pay'd. 
And in foft fadnefs all her ibul diiplay'd ; 
At laft, long urg'd, <he pddnfial filetite broke. 
And thus her firm fefol^»«s in anguiik ipoke : *^ 



* Sooner fhall Whales their ixqiaid world forfake. 
And feek for paftime in the freezing lake ; 
Sooner fball «tidlb& night 6'er Greenland ftign^ 
And cheering iunAiine never gild the plaiii> 
Than I, ki thoii^t or word« my love for^o^ 
Fixt as my native ftoft> pwe as tttf fitow/ 

10 



Now 
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Now fwift 99 bomidmg Hart away flic fled. 
And traversed hill or dak, as fancy led j 
Refolv'd to fee her native hutt no morc^ 
Till Anningait flic &es on Greenland's fliore ; 
A willing exile from her father's boaod. 
Her wants fupply'd from Nature's taried hoard ; 
She oft high difls afcends, and eager eyes 
The diflant main in curling billows ride ; 
Each time new hope her anxious bc^bm cheers. 
Now more dian hope, for lo 1 the boat aj^pears ^ 
The wifli'd-for bark in loaded pomp returns. 
Wild with the joy^ no longer now flie mourns ; 
Swift as an arrow, darts o'er hiH and dale. 



Now fcours the plain, now fldms along the vale ; 
Till, faint with joy, flie gains the pebbled fliore^ 
And hails the back, and hears the dafliing oar 5 
Then, with loud rapture, calls her deflin'd mate> 
Her life, her lord, her much-lov'd Aoningaits 



No 
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No well-known accents her fond hopes repay. 
Trembling ftie wonders at th* unkind delay ; 
Eager the cruel reafon Ihe demands — 
The dropping oars forfake the rowers' hands ; 
Aghaft they gaze, as Anningait (he calls. 
New-riling fear their trembling hearts appals ; 
The youth, impatient, long before was gone. 
In a fwift boat, unloaded and alone ; 
Their tedious voyage love could ne'er approve. 
What oars, what winds, are fleet enough for love ! 
But how or where be was, they knew no more 
Than fhe, juft lifelefs, on the crowded fhore : 
With horror ftruck, immoveable (he ftands. 
And wets, with copious tears, the thirfty fands ; 
The virgin train in focial woe attend. 
Bewailing round the anguiih of their friend ; 
Her weeping kindred flxive to foothe her woes. 
And from each friendly tongue perfuafion flows ; 



They 
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They try to win her home, and calm her mind. 
But (he was deaf as rocks, and heedlefs as the wind : 
With gentle force, at laft, they brought her there. 
And fought each lenitive to foothe her care ; 
Then her foft couch with fleekeft fkins they fpread. 
And led her gently to her long-left bed ; 
Then pray'd the downy God her eyes to feal. 
And that fweet peace again her breaft might heal : 
She thankful heard, but knew their kindnefs vain. 
Her life, bereft of Anningait, was pain ; 
Yet lulls her grief with fad reflexion's pow'r. 
That all unheeded, in the filent hour. 
She might with fafety gain the late-left fhore. 
And ev'ry terror, for her love, explore. 
With double pain the tardy momentsr fly. 
Till all was hufh'd, and clos'd each friendly eye ; 
Then foon (he left her once-lov'd place of reft. 
Where Peace long dwelt, tho' now no more a gueft > 

P Softly 
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Softly flie ftole her ileeping friends to vieiy. 

And look'd, ^md figh'd, a tender laft adieu ; 

While filial tendernefs her bofom tore. 

That thofe dear objedls fhe muft fee no more : 

But what, O ! Nature, are thy feeble ties ? 

When love infpires, thy fweet fenfation flies ! 

The pebbly fliore her fear- wipg'd feet reg^iq. 

There feiz'd a bo^t, then boldly ploughed the ni^in. -r- 

No more her Greeul^d's coaft the Maiden trod. 

Nor yet the Youth— Some tlunk an angry God, 

The potent Genius of the flood or rack. 

Fierce Haffgufa, or dreaded Amarock, 

Detain'd them prifoners in their coral caves, 

Whofe pearly pavements fhine thro' lucid waves ; 
Others, with kinder confidence, declare. 
That, gently w:afted thro' the yieWihg air. 
They now, bright ftars, for ever fixt above. 
Fit emblems fliine of confiancy and love. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

X HE following Poem was written in the Year One Thoufand 
Seven Hundred and Sixty-one. 
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ON THE 



ROYAL NUPTIALS 



ADDRESSED TO HER 



MAJESTY 



iVhEN ev'ry tongue great George's praife recites. 
And loyal gratitude the verfe indites ; 
May I, the humbleft of the Mufe's train, 
Prefume to join them in the lofty ftrdn i 
Let me the diflates of my heart obey. 
Which thus to Charlotte bids devote the lay; 
Deign then, O ! Queen, to view this humble wreath. 
And on the flow'ry toy acceptance breathe 5 
Myrtles, as fragrant as thy George's name, 

Whofe incenfe rifes on the wings of fame, 

I Frcfh 



I 
/ 
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Frefh have I cuU'd from Pindus* facred fhade. 
With blooming flow'rets, never doom'd to fade j 
Emblems of virtues that thy George adorn. 
Foretelling bleffings to an age unborn ; 
Laurels unchanging join the myftic band. 
Which fpeak the glories of this conquering land ; 
Thefe, Royal Charlotte, by the Mufe confign'd. 
Trembling I weave, thy facred brow to bind. 



The wreath thus form'd, receive it^ gracioiis QUegh, 
And mark the virtues that in George are feeni 
His name, by gcn'rous deeds illuftrious g^own, 
Now fhines the brighteft jewel in his crown ; 
Fair Honour fits enthron-d upon his brow,' 
Where youth dnd bcduty like thcfc flow'ret^ grow j 
Virtue «Ad Truth his fteady fbotftieps waiC^ . 
And Mercy, fmiling chcrtib I opes his gate; 
Religion now beams frtfh her cheering ray. 
And Heav'n's vicegerent ^adly ownfr her f^fty f 



True 
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True filial Piety his bofom warms. 
And focial Fondnefs in the monarch charms ; 
From his bright pattern ev'ry bleffing fprings^ 
The beft of fons, of brothers, and qf kings : 

What more remained to form the Godlike youth ? 
Paternal fondnefs, and connubial truth. 



Lo ! now attendant angels gracious bring 
A confort worthy Albion's virtuous king j 
Graces celeftial to her mind belong. 
Humble tho' great, and fagely wife tho' young : 
England's old Genius like himfelf appears. 
And points exulting to the coming years ; 
With joy paternal bids obedient Fame 
To trembling nations Britifh George proclaim. 
Long may he reign, encircled with renown 
Fair as his virtues, mighty as his crown ; 
May fweet diomeftic blifs, unmix'd with car^ 
And foft content, each rifing hour prepare ; 



May 
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May England and her king alone conteft. 

Who moft revere, who love each other beft ; 

May his dread fceptre bid contention ceafe. 

And awe perfidious nations into peace ; 

May home-felt blifs the cares of ftate beguile, 

Th' enraptured parent at the cherub fmile> 

With joys refin'd proteft the budding flow'r. 
And tafte its fweetnefs in the vernal hour ; 

Joys ! fuch as lov'd^ lamented Fred'higk knew. 
Beneath whofe care his infant virtues grew ! 
Like good Augusta be great Charlotte feen^ 
Nor lofe the mother in the mighty Queen. 
And late, oh late, may Heav'n's dread mandate come-. 
That calls the mortal ta his native home ; 
May then celeftial guardians waft you o'er 
Death's ftormy fea,. to Life's eternal (hore ; 
There, all forgetful how your Britons grieve^ 
From Heav'n applauding brighter crowns receive I 



ELEGY 
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ELEGY 



ON HIS ROYAL HIGHNB8S 



EDWARD AUGUSTUS Duke op YORK. 



JjL H ! royal Edward, whither now are flown 
The feftive hours of youth, the rofeate train ? 

From thy untimely bier they vanifti'd foon. 
And of the giddy flutterers none remain. 



What now avails the pride of rank, or pow'r. 
Thy royal anceftry, illuftrious, brave ? 

They, bowing, yield to fate in awful hour. 
And mourn their glories vanquifh'd in the grave. 

CL Thy 
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Thy native Britain, from her chalky bourn. 
Afar beholds the mournful pomp of woe ; 

Grieves her lamented Edward's cold return, 
Amaz'd and fhrinking at the fatal blow. 



For oft her fenate heard thee, royal youth ! 
Earneft in Britain's, and in Freedom's caufe ; 

With fpeech unftudied, eloquent in truth. 
Alone regardful of her facred laws. 



But oh 1 alas ! in life's exulting hour> 
With ev'ry fmiling ray of hope arovuid ; 

Death, haughty leveller, exerts his pow'r. 
And brings thy blooming honours to the ground. 



Still more fevere, inexorable Death, 
In foreign climes thy awful fway to own ; 

In ftrangers' arms to yield the ftruggling breath. 
Far, Nature, from thy tender feelings torn. 



In 
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In the lov'd parent's foft embrace to lie^ 
Where fond affection foothes the bed of pain. 

While love fraternal fwells each burfting eye. 
And kindred care exerts her pow'r tho' vain j 



This did high Heav*n, ill-fated York ! forbid 
No perfeft joys on human beings wait ; 

In vain each art the ftem intruder chid. 
He grimly fmiling op'd his iron gate. 



What tho' deny'd the balm of focial love. 
Yet princely ftrangers wept round Edward's bed ; 

With anxious tendernefs incefiant drove 
To ferve him living, and revere him dead. 



lUuftrious Monaco I that gen'rous chief. 
His royal, dying gueft humanely moum'd ; 

With pious awe proclaimed his pungent grief. 
And with fraternal anguilh faw him um*d* 

0^2 The 
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The beauteous deed a nation's friendfliip cl^ms. 
All ftiall his worth with pleas'd remembrance tell } 

And wlule they rev'rence Edward's cold remains,. 
Fame on this a^ with gratitude fhall dwell.. 



ADDRESSED 
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ADDRESSED- 



TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE 



LORD LYTTELTON. 



Friend to the Mufe, by ev'ry Mufe admir'd, 
Whofe potent harmony thy bofom fir'd ; 
Whether in paftoral (brains thou deign'ft to rove. 
Or dwell'ft on Hagley's charms, or Lucy's love ;. 
Or in Miltonic lays thy numbers flow. 
Sweetly majeftic, mufically flow ; 
Or where the Hifl:orian*s page, with brow fevere,. 
Thy ardour fwells, and Truth demands thy care ; 
Still, Lyttelton, unfpoird, undeck'd by ftate,. 
And all the mean atchievements of the Great ! 



Like 
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Like Phofphorus thou beam'ft a certain day^ 

And Ihed'ft on fainter orbs thy cheating ray : 

Charm'd by thy light, a little meteor dares 

To mount the flues, and mix among the ftars ; 

There fhould thy radiant beams their light difFufe, 

And from oblivion fnatch th' afpiring Mufe, 

Blefs'd by thy fmile, by that fecur'd of fame. 

Thou, Lyttelton, the Verfe— the Mufe fhould'ft claim, 



lo ADDRESSED 
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AD0RE88ED 



TO THE AUTHOR OF THE ESSAY 



ON THE 



Writings and Genius of SHAKESPEARE. 



IN O more let France her critic Dacier boaft. 
The Queen of Ifles a Montagu adorns, 

Whofe genius, tow'ring as her Albion's coaft. 
The pedant fons of abjeft flav'ry fcorns. 



Fair blooms the wreath thy gen'rous hand has wove. 
With laurels green thou deck'ft thy Shakefpeare's head. 

Immortal Genius doth the tafk approve. 
And bids his Poet's glories round thee fpread. 

Thy 
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Thy gen'rous pen was dcftin'd, furc, to guard 
From Gallic-ignorance his injur'd name. 

With polifh'd fcience to adorn the Bard^ 
Bold to admire^ yet not afraid to blame. 



O ! could his fliade, where peace, where wifdom reignSt 
Thy nervous page behold, with wonder fraught. 

Even there the Bard would blefs thy friendly ftrains. 
And own his magic felt; his genius caught. 



There would he wifh, if there a wifli can be. 
Whene'er his Montagu from earth retires. 

Her form in thofe feraphic realms to fee. 
And tell what gratitude his bofom fires. 



ADDRESSED 
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ADDRESSED TO THE X,AT£ 



THOMAS GRAY, Efq; 

Profeffor of Hiftoiy in the Univerfity of Cambridge. 



Venturous fhall I ftiike the lyre. 
And fearing wooe fweet Fancy to my aid. 
Coyly bright etherial maid ? 
Celeftial Pocfy with native fire. 
Fancy's fair attendant, hie, 
Infpire me with thy minftrelfy : 
O ! come, nor o'er my foul refufc 
Thy choiceft raptures to diffufe ; 

For I the eagle Bard would celebrate. 

That fung of ruthlefs Edward's fate : 

He fung — Old Cambriaheard with awe. 

And, in the wond'rous youth, her Bards immortal faw. 

R 11. O I 
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II. 

O ! Taliefin, guide my hand. 
Attune the trembling ftrings, inchant the lay. 
That dafes attempt to carol GkAY, 
Thou long-loft Homer of my native land : 
Hafte Cadwallo, Modred come. 
Leave awhile your cr^gy tonib ; 
Let your own ma^ fwell di' exalted ftrain. 
Let it echo o'er the plain. 
To celebrate the fearing Bard^ who told 
How you glorious liv*d of old ; 
How your wiery harps were ftning. 
How truth divine infpir'd each fweet prophetic tongue* 



III. 



Till grim Edward, haughty lord^ 

Cambria's peaceful bofom gor'd ; 

I Seat 
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Seat of Freedom, fong divine. 

There each Grace was feen to ihine^ 

Tho* now no more explored : 

There, whilom, thro' each oaky grove> 

Prince and Druid wont to rove ; 

Mute the harp and fweet-ftrung lyre. 

Silent Penmacn's craggy fhore. 

Loft the pure poetic fire. 

Prince and Druid are no more : 

Yet fee ! ftill mor6 immortal now they reign, 

For Briton's genius fmiles on favoured Gray, 

Sublimeft Bard amid the tuneful traiuj 

Then bids him boldly tread their ftarry^way ; 

And to record their deeds, on purpofe wrought. 

An adamantine pen beftow'd, with genius fraught* 



R2 ELEGY 
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ELEGY 



UPON THE DEATH OF 



THOMAS G R A Y Efq 



WhE R E fleeps the Bard who graced Mufaeus* hcarfe 
With fragrant trophies> by the Mufes wove ? 

Shall Gray's cold urn in vain demand the verfe. 
Oh ! can his Mafon fail in plaintive love ? 



No } with the Nine inwrapp'd in focial woe. 
His lyre unftrung, fad vigil he muft keep. 

With them he mourns, with them his eyes o'erflow> 
For fuch a Bard immortal maids can weep. 

Their 
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Their early pupil in the heav'nly lore 
Of facred pocfy and moral fong. 

They taught the youth on eagle wing to foar. 
And bore him thro' aerial heights along. 



Fancy, obedient to their dread command^ 
With brilliant Genius, marfhall'd forth his way ; 

They lur'd his fteps to Cambria's once-fam'd land. 
And fleeping Druids felt his magic lay. 



But vain the magic lay, the warbling lyre. 
Imperious Death ! from thy fell grafp to fave ; 

He knew, and told it with a poet's fire, 
" The paths of Glory lead but to the Grave.'* 



And Ihall the Bard, whofe fympathizing mind 
Mourn'd o'er the fimple ruftic's turfy cell. 

To ftrew his tomb no grateful mourner find^ 
No village fwain to ring one parting knell i 



Yes, 
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Yes, honour'd {hade ! the fringed brooks I'll trace. 
Green rufhes culling, thy dank grave to ftrew. 

With mountain flow'rs I'll deck the hallow'd place, 
And fence it round with Ofiers mixt with Yew. 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN 



UPON VIEWING THE SEAT 



OF THE 



Honourable HORACE WALPOLE. 



l^HEN Thames, in plaintive murmurs, lav'd the grott 
Where once his darling Pope each care forgot; 
Where, with the Mufe, he pafs'd the fmiling day, 
Whofe ftrains celeftial crown'd the moral lay ; 
Each drooping Swan with forrow view'd the fhore. 
And mourn'd, in melting dirge, their Bard no more : 
Ah ! flown, O Thames ! thy fairefl: Swan (they fung) 
Whofe warbling lyre immortal Genius ftiiing. 
Truth, Nature, Virtue, touch'd the trembling chords 
While mute Attention caught the Poet's word* 

And 
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And muft thy beauteous ftrcam inceflant mourn ? 

Is Genius banifh'd, never to return ? 

No — thy fweet banks, immortal Thames ! (hall prove 

His fond afFcftion, and the Mufes' love; 

Succeeding years v^ill fure a Walpole give. 

In whofe progreffive mind (hall genius live : 

His wi(h to crown — each Mufe — each Grace (hall meet. 

And (ix on Strawberry -Hill their lov'd retreat. 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN ON 



P A R R Y's playing upon the Welch Harp* 

Y E Bards who erft, in Mona's fhadowy ifle. 
With harmony celeftial wrapt the foul ; 

Whofe founds fymphonious taught e'en Care to fmile. 
And ev*ry ruder paffion could controul : 



Blefs'd be your friendly aid, for that alone 
Could Parry's artlefs hand with flcill infpire ; 

His fancy fwell to raife the rapt'rous tone. 
His flying fingers guide to fkim the lyre. 



To you, ye Bards, feraphic founds were giv'n. 
That foothing rais'd and charm'd the foul to peace ; 

Delightful foretafte of a future heav'n. 
Where harmony divine (hall never ceafe. 



Still 
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Still o'er your much-lov'd Cambria, ftill prefide. 
Seat once of flowing verfe, of magic fong ; 

Your mighty (hades the feeblefl: hand can guide. 
And bid their lilent harps again be ftrung. 



Your potent aid can fan their dying fire. 
Can call back Genius to each defart grove ;. 

Your fons will roufe when you their Bards inipire. 
Elate, their mighty origin to prove% 



ADDRESSED 
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ADDRESSED TO 



DAVID G A R R I C K, Efqj 

ON SEEING THE OPERA OP 

DAPHNE AND AMYNTOR* 

Ingenious Cook* ofDmryhear, 
And lend to friendly truth an ear : 
We Englifh ftomachs love plain food 1 
VenTon, twice^ haJVd^ is feldom good. 
Tho' difh'd with foreign art compleat^ 
We can't, with real pleafure, eat ; 
What tho* Italia's pow'rs combine. 
To join their fauce with Gallic wine j 



* In the Prologue to this Entertainment Mr. Garrick is compared to 
a cook. 

^ This Entertainment has been twice brought upon the Englifli ftage. 

S 2 Though 
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Though madam Opera's fkill and care 
Has furni(h*d out the flimfy fare; 
'Twill never do — think not we j eft — 
We like plain viftuals, plainly drefsd : 
And fure where Shakefpeare fits in ftate. 
And two attendant Mufes wait. 
We there might hope our native boaft. 
Old Englifh beef might rule the roaft^ 



Let flippant Opera keep her place. 
Nor dare, 'fore Shakefpeare, fhew her face ; 
Indignant he beholds the fcene. 
And thinks on Befs's glorious reign. 



See ! fair Thalia now appears 
In guife unufual, dew'd with tears j 
Melpomene's majeftic frown. 
Condemns the treat — the Cook— the Town 



The 
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The Cook ungrateful, both declare. 
Who thus prefe.s the tiniel Fair, 
To the^ii, who gave him genius, pow'r. 
And blefs'd with wit his natal hour. 
Then, mafter Cook, no more prophanc 
The larder of thy Drury Lane 
With foreign mixtures, ragout meat. 
But with nutritious viands treat. 
And then well gladly come and eat. 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN 



UPON THE DEATH OF 

DAVID G A R R I C K, Efq. 

A H E R E cracked the cordage of a noble heart ! 
A heart, which living glow'd with Shakefpeare's fire, 
Whofe native energy, beyond all ait. 
Could with thofc dulcet lays the foul infpire -, 
Could thro' each mazy magic path purfue 
The loftieft theme of Nature's Bard divine ; 
Could, with a mafter's hand, unfold the clue. 

And each rich gem with wond'rous care refine. 

Bear witnefs ye, whofe kindling bofoms felt 

The potent fway, the glow of genial fire. 

When, by an unifon of fouls, were dealt. 

From Garrick's lips, the ftrains of Shakefpeare's lyre; 

c Bear 
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Bear witnefs ye, who knew how lov'd the man, 
Whofe focial virtues deck'd the aftor's* name, 
Whofe worth intrinfic grac'd his little fpan. 
And gave him more than double right to fame« 



WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN UPON 



The late Mifs LIN LEY'S Performance 

in the Messiah. 

W HEN over Bethlem^s plains th' angelic throng. 
To wond'ring fhepherds caroU'd forth their fong. 
Soft with feraphic peace, the lay divine 
Proclaim'd the promised King of Judah's line. 



Surely fuch founds, fuch fweet perfuafive pow'r, 
Heaven-favour'd Lin ley ! bleft thy natal hour; 
When thou, in drains fymphonious, doft declare 
The rifen Champion of the direful war. 
That our Redeemer liveth ! and will ftand 
When frighted Nature burfts her plaftic band : 
Rais'd by th' extatic notes, our bofoms glow. 
And tafte of heavenly harmony below. 

WRITTEN 



£ «37 1 



Written in an Hermitage. 



Sweet content, be thine this cot^ 

Here be ev'ry care forgot ; 

Here Aonian maids attend. 

Here each Muie will find a friend i 

Contemplation I hither fly. 

And waft the Virgins from the iky i 

Or, O 1 Nymph, be flill more kind. 

And thither raife th' aipiring mind. 



On 



i 



i: ^38 I 



On an Eminent PAINTER. 



z\ P E L L E S, once the pride of Greece^ 
Who rivaird Nature's livelieft piece, 
Juft ere he dy'd, with anxious care,. 
His choiceft pencils, colours rare^ 
To great Apollo's flirine convey'd. 
And on the facred altar lay'd : 
Then thus Latona's fon addre£s*d'; 



** Bright Pow'r, O ! grant my laft requeft 
•* Let none but thofe whom Fancy charms^. 
*^ Or thy enliv'ning magic warms, 
^ Prefume thefe hallow'd gifts to claims 
^ None but the genuine fons of Fame.!' 



And now Apollo ftihgy grew, 
Thefe pencils grac'd the. hands of few i 



One 
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One in an age at moil was known^ 
And very rare the colours grown ; 
Till late the God, in happy hour, 
Beflow'd on Reynolds all the four% 



' It is reported of Apelles, that he never made ufe of more than 
four colours. 



T 2 On 



[ HO ] 

On feeing fome PICTURES wrought 

with a N E E D L £• 

JriAD poor Arachke oncepofleft'd 

The wond'rous (kill by Lloyd exprefs*d. 
The blue-ey'd maid^ though bom of Jove, 
Though of the fynod held above. 
With all her art the prize had loft, 

Tho* flie could aid celeftial boaft : 

For had fhe view'd thefe colours rife. 

That charm, that cheat, our wond'ring eyes ; 

Where Art and Nature are at ftrife. 

For Art is ftarting into life ; 

Had (he, O ! Lloyd, thy hermit feen. 

With fpeaking eye, with breathing mien i 

Thy grapes, that blu(h with verdant bloom ! 

Minerva would have broke her loom ; 

Of worth fuperior confcious grown. 

For farther help to Jove had flown. 

■ 

On 
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On the Death of a Turtle Dove. 

WRITTEN 

At the Requeft of two young LADIES. 

Jl H O U ! gcntleft cooer of the (hady grove. 
Mild as ambrofial mom, dear infant Dove, 
That loft fo early, and but lately known. 
We thus with dirges due fincerely mourn ; 
Where art thou flown ? could not our tend'reft care 
Proteft thy downy coat from chilling air ? 
Doft thou now flutter in Elyfian ihades ? 
Or coo on Pindus to the Aonian m^ds ? 

Or has the Paphian Queen, in Cyprian grove. 
Loft by untimely chance her favourite dove. 
And cruel fiiatch'd thee from our foft'ring hands. 
To draw her pearly car in filken bands ? 
May'ftthou, fweetbird, wherever hov'ring, find 
A ftate as fortunate^ and friends as kind ; 
While here thy foft remains in quiet Ce, 
And teach the Fsur that ev'ry cbaan muft die. 

On 



[ i4« ] 



On a young Lady's Birth-Day, in Auguft. 



Jrl AIL! lovely month, by Ceres cr8wn'd. 

Who fportive treads thy chearful rounds 

And fmiles to fee in fheaves appear. 

The nobleft produce of the year ; 

O ! let me join thy feftive train. 

And carol forth my ruftic ftrain. 

While nymphs and fhepherds chaunt the lay. 

And blefs Eliza's natal day. ^ 

Eliza, mild as blooming Spring, 

When budding flow'rs their fragrance bring 5 

Whofe real worth and native grace 

Refulgent beam around her face ; 

Upon whofe polifh'd brow, ferene. 

Candid Benevolence is feen : 

Fair Modefty her cheeks adorn. 

With bluflies gentk as the mom j 

I While 
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While Innocence and Truth attend. 
And wait the footfteps of their friend. 
O ! ftill, my lovely maid, may they 
Thy aftions guard, thy thoughts furvey 5 
And ufher in, with finifh'd grace. 
The Summer of thy happy race ; 
Then chearful fhall thy Autumn glide. 
And fteer thy bark thro' life's rough tide j 
And when thy hoary Winter's come, 
Inceflant pointing to the tomb. 
Without a pang thy foul refign. 

And be repaid with joys divine.. 



written: 
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WRITTEN ON THE 

DEATH of a favourite BIRD 

Is the vital fpark extin£t ? 
Is the quickening fpirit flown ? 

Teach me, beauteous bird ! to think 
In thy fate to read my own* 



Though with circling comforts blefs'd^ 

I the bitter draught mufb tafte. 

Thou, tyrant Death ! wilt break my reft. 
Swift my little fpan muft wafte. 



I each tender friend muft leave, 
Burft each foft endearing tie ; 

I muft prefs the dreary grave. 
And in cold obftruftion lie. 



lo But 
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But what avails thy gloomy pow'r ? 
Me fhould faith fupport, 'tis flown ; 

Confolation foothes the hour. 
Terror flies, and hope's my own. 



This lay requite, fweet bird ! with care ; 
Hov'ring like a Sylph attend ; 

With notes aerial charm my ear. 
And warbling foothe thy penfive friend. 



U A MORNING 
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MORNING HYMN 

JuL A S T E, O ! my foul ; exulting rife. 
And with the glorious orb of day, 

Prepare thy morning facrifice. 
And join Creation's choral lay. 



O ! may each fenfe with joy attend. 
The grateful rites my foul prepares. 

My lips their holy incenfe blend. 
And pour with fervent zeal my prayers • 



Glory to thee, my God and King, 
Whofe facred guard my tent has kept. 

Beneath the fhelter of whofe wing. 
In fweet fecurity I've flept. 

Infpir'd 



A MORNING HYMN^ 147 

Infpir'd by thy almighty pow'r, 
I now refrefh'd, to light awake. 

And grateful hail the pleafing hour. 
When, balmy Sleep, thy bands I break. 



Still, ftill, almighty King, proteft 

Thy fervant thro' each circling day. 
And with thy guiding aid dired): 

My wand'ring feet, too prone to ftray, 



Then while life's dreary vale I roam. 
To thee the votive fong FU raife. 

And when thy mandate calls me home. 
In heav'nly choirs I'll chaunt thy praifc^ 



U ft AN 



[ H8 } 



A N 



EVENING HYMN 

IVl Y foul, thy grateful homage pay. 
For all the bleffings thou haft known ; 

For thofe that mark'd thy recent day. 
And each unnumber'd moment flown. 



Now Night, in folemn pomp array 'd. 
O'er half the globe extends her reign ; 

Now (hines the floor of heav'n, inlaid 
With radiant orbs, a wond'rous train ! 



Let them be witnefs of my praife 
To him who formed the earth and fky y 

Who out of chaos deign'd to raife. 
And bade th' obedient planets fly. 



Grant 



AN EVENING HYMN. 149 

Grant me, O ! Lord, each day to live. 
Still confcious of that coming hour. 

When Death demands, and I (hall give 
An awful tribute to his pow'r. 



O ! God, with confidence infpir'd, 
I now return to needful reft ; 

With faith and hope my bofom fir'd, 
I feel the comforts of the blefs'd. 



But when my erring nature fails, 
O ! let my pow'rful Saviour plead ; 

His facred blood alone avails. 
His facred blood, for me decreed. 



O ! may my foul in thee repofe. 
To thee her hopes, her fears refign ; 

And grant my eyes in peace may clofe^ 
Confiding in thy pow'r divine. 



A Morn- 
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Morning HY MN for a CHILD. 

O O O N as the dawn has ftreak'd the fky. 
To thee, my God, my voice Til raife ; 

Soon as the light falutes mine eye. 
To thee I'll tune my fbng of praife* 



Thy hallow'd name my heart (hall warm. 
To thee my foul her pray'r fhall pour ; 

To thee, who ftill, fecur'd from harm, 
Preferv'ft me in the midnight hour. 



Still, gracious God, my heart direft ; 
May all my labours feek thy praife : 

Do thou my heedlefs feet protect. 
And ftill to thee my wonder raife I 



A N 
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A N 



Evening HYMN for a CHILD 

INTERNAL glory. Lord, be thine. 
For ev'ry bleffing I have known : 

May grateful fongs of praife be mine. 
And may thofe fongs afcend thy throne ! 



My heavy eyes in fleep Til clofe. 
Secure in thy almighty care i 

And bid my vsreary limbs repofe. 
Confiding ftill that thou art near 1 



Then when the fleep of death fliall come,. 
With faith and hope let me obey 

That pow'r which calls me to the tomb,. 
Expectant of eternal day 1 



A N 



A N 



ELEGY 



ON HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 



WILLIAM AUGUSTUS Duke of Cumberland. 



X 
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A N 



ELEGY 



O N 



WILLIAM AUGUSTUS Duke of Cumberland. 



O E E ! Liberty, majeftic mourner, weeps. 
And with the facred drops bedews the bier. 

Where cold and wan her darling hero fleeps. 
No more her fweet enlivening voice to hear. 



Sad Albion, haplefs parent, funk in woe. 
With grief maternal hangs o'er William dead. 

While down her fading cheeks frcfh torrents flow. 
And all her ifle with defblation ^read. 

X 2 Hark! 



156 ELEGY ON THE DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 

Hark ! flie exclaims, * Ah ! here, my Britons, view 

* That royal head : once laurel crowns it wore ; 

* Now wreath'd with Cyprefs and with baleful Yew, 

* Bow'd to the gloomy tyrant's awful pow'r* 



* That noble heart which glow'd with native fire, 

* My rights, my laws, to guard from hoflile fway, 

* Its current froze, the vital pow'rs expire, 

* And Death, triumphant, bears the prize away. 



' In icy fetters bound, bdiold 1 the hand 
That fwift as lightning dealt my vengeance round, 
' Shook with my falchion Caledonia's land. 
While trembling rebels fled th' affrighted ground. 



^ But oh ! refleftion but increafes grief, 
^ Great as his fame fo poignant is the fmart i 

* Whilft aching mcm'ry laews the patriot chief 
^ Grav'd on the tablet of each futhf ul hearts 

1 * And 
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* And though, by Heav'n's dread mandate, all muft die, 

* Nor royal lineage from the tomb can fave ; 

' Tho' there, without diftinftion, levell'd lie 

• The mightieft monarch and the meaneft flave ; 



* Yet Virtue fhall, with honeft care, embalm 

* The prince, the flave, who bow'd before her flirine ; 

* And from abforbing Lethe's drowfy calm, 

' Shall fnatch then* names, in future days to fliine. 



* How bright then his, hiftoric truth fliall tell, 
* While Albion emprefs of the feas remains ; 

* His glorious deeds her choiceft page fliall fwell, 
' There his lov'd name immortal honour gains. 



^ Each friend of freedom mufl: his name revere, 
* Approach my William's urn with pious awe; 

^ Pay to his aflies itill a grateful tear^ 
^ And mourn the loft defender of their law/ 



ODES 



[ 'JS ] 

ODES 

SUNG 

In Commemoration of the Inftitution of the Marine 
Society, on occafion of then* Anniverfary Dinner at 
the Crown and Anchor Tavern in the Strand, the 22d 
Day of February, ^77 Z* 

Sung by a Choir of Boys marching round the Room, at 
the Head of the Society s Poor Boys. 

OOCIAL Virtue's liberal plan 
Cheers the haplefs race of man ; 
O'er the poor's defencelefs head. 
See ! her healing wings are fpread ! 



Plants from Britain's earth behold, 
(Britain, parent of the bold) 
Snatch'd from Vice's horrid train. 
Chilling penury and pain I 

10 Rais'd 
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Rais'd by Virtue's powerful arm. 
See ! their throbbing bofoms warm ! 
Certain pledge, how well they'll prove 
What they owe to Social Love. 



Hail ! thou blefling all divine ! 
Still, O ftill, thro' Albion fhine ; 
Whilft thy golden chain's unbroke. 
Her foes fliall bend beneath her yoke. 



Sung at Table by the fame Choir. 



SeB thefe happy youths, now made 
Bulwarks of our wealth and trade. 
From this glorious fource will flow. 
Vigorous ftrength, to quell each foe* 



May 



i6o ODES SUNG BEFORE THE MARINE SOCIETY. 

May fuch fuch noble plans fuftain 
George's empire on the main I 
May rich Commerce, England's pride. 
Still adorn her fwelling tide ! 



While ye guardians of our ifle. 
Favoured by his gracious fmile. 
Band of patriot-brothers, tie 
The knot of fodal amity ; 



Virtue hails the great defign. 
She owns the impulfe quite divine j 
Bids her patriot King approve 
The golden band of Social Love ! 



A N 
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An ode 



FOR THE 



MARINE SOCIETY, 1776- 

IMPERIAL Britain, on her fea-girt throne. 

In refplendent glory (hone ; 

Firm on her rock flie fat. 

Sublime in antique ftate. 

With myftic laurel decked ; 

With bright illuftrious trophies crown*d. 

While haughty nations bow fubmiflive round ; 

Yet with maternal tears fhe dews the ground> I 

For her rude progeny, who prove 

Truants to duty— ^glory — love ^ 

Who madly ftrive, and. raftily dare. 

The honours from her brow to tear i 

Y Yet 



t 

i 



i6a ODE FOR THE MARINE SOCIETY, i^6. 
Yet anxious ftill — ftill toiling to fuftain 



Her rights—their glories o'er the fubjedt main. 

Her care-fraught bofbm heav'd ; 

Kindly folicitous (he inly griev'd 

Their follies to explore ; 

Yet hail'd the virtues of her darling fhorc. 

AIR. 

Thus fweet April's vernal tears 
By brightening gleams are chas'd away ; 
In fairer tints each flower appears 

When Phoebus gilds the doubtful day. 

HECITATIVE- 

Ah flop ! fhe cry'd, your wild career j 
Nor longer pant in Folly's trsdn ; 

Your country's Genius will appear, 
Uright Honour ftill aflerts her reign. 

I Although 
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Although in Fafliion's giddy maze 
On light fantaftic toe ye tread >. 

Yet Reafon ftartled flops to gaze. 
Nor follows there though Britons lead. 

A I R. 

Before your native virtue's beam,. 
Folly's light vapours fade away ; 

When fparks etherial brightly ftream,. 
Swiftly obfcuring clouds decay^ 

SONG. 

Soft Pity ftill your bofoms fwelling,. 
Her lenient balm around you fpread; 

You fly to chear the mourner's dweliing>, 
Proteftive fliield the houfelcfs head ^ 

With hand benign each child of woe 
From meagre Want's pale gripe releafei. 

You make the orphan's bofom glow,. 
And foothe his throbbing heart to peace ; 

Y 2 No 
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No more the poignant pangs to feel 
Of Poverty's life-chilling train ; 

No more with defperate hand to Ileal, 
But glorious bulwarks of my reign. 

And are thofe godlike virtues given 
To yoii, my jarring fons, in vain ? 

Shall Britons Ipurn the gifts of Heaven, 
And rudely burft each focial chain ? 

No no ! let real patriots round me 
Now ftronger twine the cords of love ; 

For that's the only chain can hold ye. 
In peace — in war — ^your ftrength 'twill prove* 

CHORUS. 

Awake— Aroufe your genuine glory, 
Affert your origin divine ; 

Tranfmit to endlefs fame your ftory. 
And in your country's annals (hine. 



OFT 
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(J F T rugged England, fam'd in arnw. 
Has fhook the world with dread alarms^ 
Perfidious France has oft brought low. 
While proud Iberia felt each blow : 
When facred Union's plaftic band 
Diffused its bleffings round the land. 
From Eaft to Weft her blazon'd name 
Has fweird the loudeft trump of Fame, 
Then ev'ry fon with filial pride 
Was to his parent Britain ty*d. 
Her rights with jealous care preferv'd. 
Nor from the glorious duty fwerv'd. 
And are thofe golden aera's fled ? 
Muft England bow her laurel'd head ? 
Forbid it. Genius of our ifle I 
Dart through this gloom thy potent fmile. 

For 
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For fure thy pow'r can light reftorc^ 
And radiant gild thy fea-girt (hore ; 
There let thy fpreading banners gay 
Still firmly fliield each rocky way^ 
Shew hoftile nations^ to their coft,. 
Thy England's prowefs is not loft;. 



A N" 



A N 



INVOCATION 



TO THE 



GENIUS OF BRITAIN. 



INSCRIBED T« 



Her Grace the Dutchess of Devonshire. 
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INVOCATION 



TO THE 



GENIUS OF BRITAIN. 



\j E N I U S of Britain ! whofe congenial fmile. 
From infant time, with freedom blefs'd this Ifle ; 
Dart thy enliv'ning fire, thy pow'r proclaim. 

Awake thy flumb'ring fons to deeds of fame : 
Though at luxurious Pleafure's fenfual fhrine 
They bow obedient, and on vice refine ; 
Though Diflipation's varying fcenes can fway. 
And from themfelves thy Britons fteal away ; 
Yet (hall thy facred voice the charm diffolve. 
Call forth the latent fpark, the firm refolve ; 



ShaU, 



ijo AN INVOCATION TO 

Shall, like an angel's trump, each heart alarm> 
And with aethereal fire each bofom warm ; 
Shall to their brightened fenfe bid fair appear 
The re-trac'd glories of each conquering year ; 
Shew victor Edward in his .fable (hield. 
And Agincourt's well- earn 'd immortal field ; 
Where, by the delegated aid of Heav'n y 
Whofe awful mandate to thy charge was giv'n,u 
Thou, for the valiant Harry's votive band, 
Brandifh'd the ^ardian-glories of thy hand ; 
While Gaul's perfidious fons, in proud array. 
With trebled numbers> wond'ring, loft the ^y : 
Hafte from thy pearly grdts, thy coral caves, 
Whofe margents green obfequious Neptune laves ;-. 
He ardent waits thy dp&ad behefts to hear. 
And waft to hoftile fliores thy bolts of v^r ; 
He longs to view thy naval bulwarks ride. 
And grace, in martialpomp, his ^fwelling tide. ; 



He 
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He pants to fee thy hardy fons difplay 
Unrivaird colours o'er his wat'ry way. 



Oft has the Ocean-god, with rapturous gaze. 
Seen circling glories round thy Britain blaze ; 
Her a£tive corps with nimble zeal beheld. 
With native courage, noble warmth impell'd. 
Furl their vaft fails, their glorious banners rear, 
Unaw*d by numbers, unafiail'd by fear ; 

Seen ftubborn cords their nervous touch obey. 
And pond'rous mafts elaftic bend as they ; 

Heard their bold thunder's undulating roar. 

And mark'd the terrors of each hoftile fhore. 



Warm'd by thy breath, that fire Ihall yet return. 
For Thee, for Glory, ev'ry bofom bum ; 
Her trampled rights thy injur'd Ifle (hall claim. 
And prove her birth»right from the rolls of Fame ; 

Z 2 Abafh'd 
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Abafh'd by thee, inteftine feuds expire. 

And healing Concord focial love infpire ; 

While that infidious Pow'r, whofe faithlefs word 

Wounds, with her follies, keener than her fword. 

Shall with her motley crew be aliens far. 

And feel the fcourges of vindidlive war. 



Purged be tliis land from all the reptile race, 
Whofe manners poifon, and whofe modes difgrace ! 
Ill fuits with Freedom's fons their boafted Ton, 
The light Cotillion, or more light AUemande. 
Say will not you, your country's darling pride. 
With whom the Virtues, Graces, are allied ; 
Say will not you, like guardian- angels, ftand. 
The warm defenders of your native land ; 
Say will not you, lik€ Rome's immortal Fair, 
To Public-virtue facrifice your fhare ; 
The idol Fafliion from his altars throw. 



And fpurn the fripp'ry gaudes of Britain's foe ? 



Illuftrious 
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lUuftrious train ! in titled honours high, 
Th' alluring beacons of each humbler eye. 
Lead the bright van, begin the noble race ! 
Such a6ts of glory will your lineage grace. 



Thou pole-ftar, Devon, whofe attraftive ray 
Bids varied plumes in mimic homage play; 
Thou form of Beauty, thou fair foul of Truth, 
V/hofe paths are honour's, modes are flights of youth ; 
And beauteous Gran by, that recorded name. 
Which grateful vet'rans fhall tranfmit to fame ; 
Say will not you, ye nobly born and taught. 
With ev'ry charm, with ev'ry virtue fraught. 
True to the glories of each honour'd line. 
In public as in private virtues ftiine ? 
Shall not your country's wrongs your bofoms fwcU ? 
Shall not her foes your gen'rous rage impel ? 
Yes ! — Mighty fhades from realms of peace fhall view 
Their kindred honours brightly beam from you ! 

The 
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The genuine luftre real Greatneis flieds^ 
Still like the fun its cheating influence ^reads^ 
Darts 'midft the defart's gloom its genial ray. 
And calls fecluded Worth to open day ; 
Seeks the lone fpot where brooding Sorrow dwells. 
And traces Merit to his kumblefl: ceUs ; 
Soothes the defponding mourner's throbbing breaft. 
And lulls, with gen'rous care, each grief to reft ; 
Props the poor flow'r whoie parent root is dead. 
And feeds th' induftrious hand with lib'rai bread : 
Spencer can witnefs how fuch deeds refine. 
And give the human mind a ray divine. 



O ! envied pow'r, the bleeding heart to heal. 
And guard, with Godlike care, the gen'ral weal ; 
'Tis this that fmoothes the unfocial pomp of ftate. 
And proves th' ennobled mortal truly great. 
Genius of Britain ! fan the glowing fire. 
To deeds like tbefe th' exalted train infpire : 



Thy 
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Thy jarring fons unite in Freedom's caufe. 
And let their ardent aim be thy applaufe ; 
Each faftious daemon's poifonous art difpel. 
And let thy potent pow'r diflblve the fpell ; 
Upraife neglefted Virtue's drooping head. 
Recall the annals of the mighty dead ; 
Shew the brave noble probity of old. 
The pride of honour, the contempt of gold ; 
Shew them that Britons were by Hcav'n defign'd 
The brighteft patterns of their erring kind ; 
Worthy the (pot to Freedom giv'n and Thee, 
« This little ftone fet in the filver fea/' 



When native virtue, love of martial fame. 
Were the rich trophies of each glorious name ; 
When noble daring bade perfidious France 
Draw the keen blade, or ^^ couch the quiv'ring lance ; 
Then, how averfe to foreign modes and arts, 
Thofe treach'rous trifles that unman our hearts ! 



99 



They 
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They fcorn'd her motley manners with difdain. 
And found, in Reafon's fcale, her fopp'ries vain : 
Then each accomplifh'd Dame refplendent fhone 
Jn charms imrivall'd, charms that were her own ; 
While the interior beauties of her mind. 
By judgment polifh'd, real tafte refined, 
Beam'd round the lovely form, the radiant face. 
The fofteft unifon of winning grace ; 
Then, blifsful time ! the blooming mother's pride 
Was, with nice care, each tender pledge to guide ; 
With heedful eye th' expanding mind to form. 
With native truth the faint ideas warm ; 
To rear the budding flow'r with tender care. 
And for its a6live fccnc the heart prepare. 



No alien's aid the noble parent fought. 
No manners trivial were her offspring taught ; 
To think, to a6l, by Wii'dom's.facred law 
She bade them learn, and copy what they faw ; 
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The docile mind flie rais'd by themes divine. 

Who formed each glittering orb, who bade them fhine ! 

Thus taught to gaze, to wonder, and adore. 

They knew, they tov'd, obeyed Eternal Pow'r : 

Genius of Britain ! bid thofe days return. 

For Thee, for Virtue, let each bofom bum. 



When thy firm fons undaunted heard th* alarms 
Of vengeful powVs, nor fear'd united arms ; 
Thy Senate when aftonifh'd nations faw 
Deal out with fteady zeal impartial law ; 
When dove-like Concord, foft as Hermon's dew. 
Could healing balfam o'er thy councils ftrew ; 
By Thee infpir'd, when Social Love alone 
With warm afFeftion fenc'd thy envy'd throne ; 
Then thy brave fons their Crofs vi£borious bore. 
The dreaded banner of thy fea-girt fhore : 
Genius of Britain ! let thofe times return^ 
For Thee, for Glory, bid each bofom burn. 

A a Still 
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Still ancient worth thy Delegate retains. 
No fenfual vice thy royal fceptre ftains 5 
In Pleafure's tempting fpring, thy cheering ray 
His heart impell'd to tread the better way ; 
Proud of thy guardian-care, his honours fpring. 
And form the rareft gem — a Christian King : 
O ! bid thy fons his real worth revere. 
Bid loyal Love, bid native Zeal appear ; 
Bid the loud blafts of horrid tumult ceafe. 
And charm contending faftions into peace : 
Genius of Britain ! dart thy glowing fire. 
With loyal ai'dour ev'ry breaft infpire. 



Obedient ever to thy lov'd command. 
See peerlefs Charlotte take imperial ftand; 
Supremely eminent, benign, ferene. 
She proves that real worth can grace a Queen ; 
She (hews that rank can no exemption claim. 
The Wife, the Mother, ftill one common name : 
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Arduous indeed the loftier paths to tread. 
And 'midft alluring pomp examples fpread ; 
Yet does the royal matron brightly prove, 
Th' excelling pattern of connubial love ; 
Her blooming offspring feel a mother's care, 
Whofe well-apportion'd time they fondly ihare, 
When from the toils of ftate (he haftes to find 
The fofteft tranfport of the human mind. 
Return then. Guardian Pow'r ! to blefs thy land. 
Return, and reaflume thy dread command ; 
Thy drooping fons, thy once-lov'd Britons mourn. 
And fervent wifhes breathe for thy return : 
Quit then thy pearly grots, thy coral caves, 
Whofe margents green obfequious Neptune laves. 
Let Him thy dread behefts with rapture hear. 
And waft to hoftile fhores thy bolts of war ; 
Again let Union's facred flag be fpread. 
And crown with GLORIOUS wreaths Britannia's head. 

A a 2 WRITTEN 
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WRITTEN UPON 

The Variety of Epitaphs offered for the Mo- 
nument of General WOLFE. 

jP H R E E grateful nations Wolfe inceflant mourn. 
While tears of millions dew his facred um ; 
Then on his tomb the pomp of verfc forbear. 
Enough to fay — Viftorious Wolfe refts here. 

WRITTEN UPON 

TheNegledofMr. STANLEY'S Oratorios. 

VV HEN Greece, ungrateful to her Poet's fire. 
Heard not the ftrains which grac'd his living lyre. 
The fightlefs Bard, with keeneft woe oppreft, 
Roam'd through her crouded towns, obfcure, diftrefl: ; 
But when, by pitying Heaven from pain removed. 
His foul enjoyed the harmony it lov'd. 
Glories refplendent crown'd his deathlefs lays. 
And rival cities claim'd the Poet's bays. — 
Ah ! let not Britain copy the ingrate. 

And doom her Stanley to a Homer's fate. 

WRITTE N 
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WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAF OF 

ANSON'S VOYAGES, 

By a L A D Y, a Relation of the Author of this 

Volume of Poems. 



O £ E, noble Anson 1 fee thy fame compleat i 
As great thy virtue, thy reward is gfeat : 
Titles and wealth forfake us in the grave^ 
Immortal honour only pays the brave. 
The compafs*d Globe, thy wond'rous (kill here (hewn. 
The various deaths efcap'd on feas unknown. 
Each a£^ humane, each br^ve heroic deed^ 
Our fons to late pofterity fliall read, 
Preferv'd by Walter in thefe faithful line*. 
Where Britain's glory mix'd with Anson's (bines. 
Oh ! well-told tale, oh I fweedy-pleaiing ftyle. 
The theme, the work, an honour to our ifle. 
Thus Rome's great Father in his Virgil lives. 
Thus Virgil's majefty iEneas gives. 

lo A CARD 
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A CARD 



Sent to a Nobleman with a Prefent of 



Welsh Mutton. 



Tru 



E Cambrian mutton, delicate to roaft. 



Of finer tafte than England e'er can boaft. 
From rural plains, the ruftic miftrefs fends. 
With grateful wifties to her polifti'd friends ; 
Shou'd they the fimple gift with fmiles receive. 
And let the donor in their converfe live. 
The freedom pardon, that dares deck their board. 
And fend provifion to a noble Lord ; 

Then fure elate her flock would doubly pleafe. 
And her furviving Britons feed at eafe. 
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A CARD 

Sent to a L A D Y, who lamented the Lofs 

of a Curious Bird. 

jyi IRA, ceafc thy plaintive flxains ; 

What though thy Bird of beauty's flown. 

Still one Sifter-grace remains, 

Form'd to wait on thee alone ; 

On thee, round whom the rural choir 

Undecoy'd by art attend : 

Tuneful Robins hail thy fire. 

And thy fummer walks befriend. 

Could Pythagoras perfuade me, 

I this tale would furely prove — 

That the feathered train who wait thee. 



Once were viflims of thy love. 
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ENTERTAINMENT OF THREE ACXa 



B b 



A D V E R T I S E M EN T; 



X H E ground-work of the following Dramatic attempt is takem 
from an Author as univerfally admk^d as known. 



P E R S O N §• 



LORD HAYLEM; a Nobleman, who, after living fonfie time 

at Court, retired to a fine feat in^the 
country* 

HORATIOi « - a Gentleman of fmall (ortmt, Lord Hay- 

lem's bofom friend and neighbour i a 
man of real worth and univerfal learn* 
ing. 

FLORIO; . ^ . his fon, an accomplifhed young Gentle* 

man, a fhident in the Temple. 

LADY HAYLEMj wife to Lord Haylem, a Lady of refined 

fenfe, and great virtue. 

EUDOSIAj » « their daughter^ a beautiful and well-eda- 

cated young lady, juft attained to the 
age of twenty. 

JAMES; - ^ • an old fsuthful fervant of Horatio's. 

Scenes between Lord Haylem's houfe and Horatio's* 

Time from Six to Three* 



Bbia 
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BIRTH- DAY, 



T I. 

SCENE I. A Garden. 
Enter Lady Haylem reading, 

iri A I L to thy li^nng light, 
** Ambrofial mom I all hail thy rofeate ray ; 
** That bids gay Nature all her charms di^ay 

*♦ In varied beauty bright j 
** That bids each dewy-ipangled floweret rife, 
** And dart around its vermeil dyes i 
** Bids filver luftre grace yon. fparkling tide, 
" That winding warbles down the mountain's fide,** 

Mason. 
10 How 
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How fweet, indeed, is this calm hour of day ! Nature 
difFufes round her fragrant ftore, as grateful incenfe for her 
Maker's bounties. The lowing herds, around, repeat his 
praiie. The bird of nwrning fhakea his downy pinions s 
then, mounting, warbles forth how much he's blefs'd : while 
man, the paragon of aU, too oft negle^ul, with traniient 
gratitude remembers all thefe bleffings ! yet, fure, a fcene 
like this, mufl wake refle6Hon ; and raife the afpiring mind 
from low purfuits : Thou bounteous Power ! I feel, I tafte 
thefe bleffings. \EudoJia. enters (tiding herjpeaking^ 

And here, another gently fteals upon me. — My foul's delight^ 
my tender, mild. J^udqfiaji may all tjhiy days be chearful as 
this morning I 

KUDOS I A* 

Thanks, dear^ft Madam ^ then fure I muft be happy, for 
this is quite fere^e. Oft bav^ you told me, aod I woU believe 
it, that fweet Serenity will dwell with Virtue; if then I 
cultivate thofe facred precepts, which your maternal fond- 
nefs fo lavifhly beilows^ I may in every fcenc of ' life be 
liappy, 

LADY HAYLEM. * 

Moft true, Eudofia. 'Tis not a rank in life, a blaze 

3 of 
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of jewels, or all the gaudy trappings of ambition, that con.- 
ftitute true happincfs or real pleafurc ; 'tis in the mind alone 
they will refide, the mind endued with virtue. You daily fee 
the honeft hinds (who tafte your father's bounty, and feed their 
little-ones with well-earn'd bread) know peace, content, and 
all the fofter, focial joys of life ! (which we indeed with our 
indulgence fweeten) : while Station, Eminence, Pride, Power, 
and Rank, pine under ills that gnaw their very being ; becaufe 
they banifli virtue. Not but that rank and power are oft 
times bleffings, as doubtleis riches are, if rightly ufed. But 
come, Eudofia, our breakfafl hour approaches 1 where is inf' 
XiOrd ? we'll fpend it in his ftudy. 

E U D O S I A. 

Madam, I kft him there. Some foft emotion, feems to* 
have mov'd him much. Juft when I paid my morning duty 
to him, he clafp'd me to his breaft and fmiling kifs'd me ; 
then with a flood of tears bedewed my cheek. I, earneft,. 
alked in what I had offended ; he fmiled again, and faultering 
anfwer'd — Never. — Tell me, my deareft Madam, what can it 
mean ? a mind fo* calm as his, can ne'er be lightly mov'd. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Perhaps,, my love, fome.futuce plan for you might then en^^ 

gage 
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gage his thoughts. Perhaps his fond idea faw you married. 
Befides, it is your birth- day ; you know this day you reached 
your twentieth year. His kind heart, no doubt, might melt 
in gratitude to that good fieing who gave us fuch a child.— 
But come, Eudofia. 

E U D O S I A. 

Madam, I attend you. [Exit Lady Ha^km^ 

E U D O S I A alone. 

Married ! forbid it ev'ry pow'r benign, 
'Till on that theme his thoughts accord with mine. 

\Exit Eudofia, 



SCENE 
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SCENE ir. 

Changes to HORATIO'S Houfe. 

Enter Horatio Jpeaking to James. 

This hour, I hope, will bring my Florio to me. When: 
did the horfes go to meet him ?. 

j'A M E s: 

Sir, they fet out at three ; and William faid he did not 
doubt but they'd be here by eight, as my young matter's 
ever on the wing when he comes down to pay his duty to 
you. And well in troth- he may; fo good a father is not 
often feen. 

HORATIO: 

Why, James, my fon is truly duteous, and deferves the 
utmoft tendernefs that I can fliew him :— think'ft thou not: 
ib ? I know thou lov'ft us both. 

JAMES;. 

Indeed I do,, and I have reafon for it. E'er fince my 

C c mafter^ 
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mafter Florio was an infant (I think not two months old) IVc 
been your fervant; during which time (and now I think 'tis near 
the twentieth year) I never knew one hour of hard-wrought 
fervice : kind gontle kwka, and winning foft entreaties, oft 
bade me think I was your friend, not fervant ; while he, from 
earlieft infancy, wm taught tQ tik as fielvoiirs what he might 
command. 

HORATIO. 

My duty bade me teach him he was man ; and that where 
real worth was found (whatever the ftation) it was his duty to 
revere fuch merit, and make the fervile tie of bondage eaiy : 
fuch worth I found in thee ; and be aflur'd, in me thou'lt 
ever find a friend, as well as mafter. 

J A M S 6. 

A thoufand bleffings on you for your goodnefs ; and may 
my mafter Florio's worth rej>ay, with filial duty, all your 
noble merits. O ! could I fee him fettled well in life, 
'twould make me mighty happy. 

HORATIO. 

Of that you need not dotobt. The man, who weighs his 
actions by reaian's balance and religion's icale, is fnre of iot« 

tling 
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tling well ; virtuous content will ftiU attend his progrefs, 
and make each hour of life, tho' humble, happy, James I 
I (hall take a turn upon the terrace ; foon as my fon arrives^ 
be fure to call me. 

JAMES. 

Yes furely. Sir, I will. 

\Extunt. 



Cc a ACT 
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ACT 11. 



SCENE !• Lord Haylcm*s Study, 



Difcovers Lord and Lady Haykm and Eudofia rifing from 

Breakfq/i. 



LORD HAYLEM. 

JVI Y fair Eudofia, what is the pleafmg bufmefs of this 
morning ? for well I know, that you, like royal Alfred, afiign 
its talk to ev'ry rifing hour, nor idly trifle time : But on this 
day, remember, this day which gave you to our fondnefs, 
and bade your infant eyes firft look on light, I claim a 
double portion of it. 

E U D O S I A. 

Where can I pafs my hours with more delight? My 
deareft lord, I only will a little while attend my mother, 
who ever on this day trebles her bounty to the village-poor, 
that come in crouds to blefs and fhare her goodnefs. From 

that 
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that hcart-gladdcning fcene, will pay my morning vifit to my 
aviary, who fluttering, croud around to peck my favours : 
then inftant wait upon you. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

You are a careful nurfe, indeed, Eudofia ; and from your 
earliefl dawn of reafon, with pleafure have I traced that fweet 
humanity, that now adorns and dignifies your Being: for 
I am apt to think, that none but noble minds are truly 
tender. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Juft are your fentiments, indeed, my love. What happi- 
nefs peculiar thine, Eudofia, whofe du6tile mind was form'd 
by fuch example, and early train'd to virtue. 

£ U D O S I A. 

My obligations. Sir, to Heaven, and two fuch parents, I only 
by obeying can acknowledge. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

My dear, your filial tendernefs repays us amply, and Heaven 
will doubtlefs bjefs you for your goodnefs. But hafte and 
get your round of bufinefs filled ; my friend Horatio dines 

with 
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with us to-day ; he loves your convcrfc, ind you muft attend 
him ; foon as he comes, you know, he will expeft you. 

E u D O s I A. 

With joy I always fee him. Sir j I look upon him as my 
iecond pareni: ! his kaming, wit, potitencTst all tndear him, 
where'er he goes; but doubly fo to iM, bccaufe, with 
liberal care, be drives to impart th«m, and make me benefit 
by his example. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Indeed, he truly k>v«s whatc'er is initie. Long have our 
real intereil$ been the iajne. From tender infancy to rip'sing 
nianIiood> e'en to this autumn of our lives, our frifindilvp» 
warm, unimpaired by time, wore mellow grows^ and r<a^» 
ev'ry hour, confirms the tender choice of inclination. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

I have, my Lord, with frequent pleafuje heard you ri^eat 
fond tales of your firft artlefs friendihip j how many focial 
fprightly hours of innocence you pafs'd together, while your 
young friend's delight was ftiU to make you happy* 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Yes j ever geiiide, friendly, was his temper > iad titat h» 

fhidiotts 
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flqdioQs gentus prompted him to explore in foreign realms 
the paths of curious knowledge, yet was I ne'er forgot : To 
mc be fent» by every opportunity, inceflant marks of his 
incietfing friendAiip ; whilil J, the' huny'd in the tumul- 
tuous circle of a court, priz'd ev'ry letter like my Prince's fa- 
vour: And when, with ev'ry pplifh'd art replete, he home re- 
turned. Heavens! with what joy did I again behold him, 
and eameft vow'd, that we would part no more. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Which vow you both have faithfully accomplifh'd : For 
fmce that happy moment that made me your's, and good 
Horatio chofe his blooming bride (alas ! untimely gone) 
within di is peaceful village have we liv'd, where year on 
year has gently crept upon us, with little forrow, care, or 
difappointment. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Blefs'd be thy worth, my dear, indeed we have; and were it 
not for diat heart-cotting ftroke, his Julians death (in pride 
of life, and hour of ripening beauty) ; Julia, his lovely bride; 
(fcarce was (he more, for not twelve moons had o'er their union 
roird) we had been fure too happy ; but Heaven, in mercy, 
ftrikes ofVtimes to fave us ; too much profperity benumbs 

10 our 
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our fenfes^ and chains our faculties to earthly pleafures ; yet 
Providence, benign, to foothe his forrows, left him a fcion, 
tho' the tree was blafted ; which he, with tender care, has 
duly cultur'd> till now it blooms with all its mother's fra* 
grancci 

E U D O S I A. 

Poor helplefs. Florio, to lofe thy mother juft when thy 
little eyes beheld the light. But, my good Madam, he has 
often told me, your tender care fupply'd that fatal lofs, and 
blefs*d his infant da3rs with real fondnefs. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

My dear, I own I lov'd you both alike, and equal are your 
years as is my fondnefs ; for but three days was Florio bom. 
before you : indeed, your prattling infancy was fpent to— 
gether, and I dare fay you love him as a brother, 

E.UDO&IA. 

Worth like Florio's, Madam,, will ever claim regards . 

LORD HAYLEM. 

I wifh he may arrive before Horatio comes;., I: think he 

tcld me, he did this day expeft him: His prefence would in- 

,» 
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creafe the joys of meeting, and add a new vivacity to friend- 
(hip. But, Ladies, fee my watch upbraids us with tranf- 
grefling rules, and borrowing too much time. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

The fault, my Lord, is yours : for believe me. 

Where manly reafon waits on cordial love. 
Time on his fwiftefl: wing is fure to move.. 

[Exeunt, 
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SCENE 11. 



In Horatio's Houfe. 
Horatio enters Jpeaking to James. 

Ah I what is my Florio come ? ^ 

JAMES. 

Yes, Sir, my matter's juft alighting, and I muft hafte to 
meet him. 

HORATIO. 

Shew him direftly hither, I truly long to embrace him. 

Enter Florio. 

FLORIO. 

My deareft father, what joy is mine to fee you I 

HORATIO. 

My fon ! my friend ! thus let me hold thee to my beating 
heart, that there thou may'fl be told how much thou art 
welcome* 

FLORIO. 
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F L O R I O, 
To mine I muft appeal to fpeak for me ; for, furely, that 
alone can tell, what folid comfort the fight of fuch a parent 
ever gives me. 

HORATIO. 

Thy aftions juftly fpeak the language of it, vvhile I ex- 
ulting own I am prouder of thee, deck'd as thou art, thus 
grac'd with worth and honour, with noble principles refin'd 
by learning, than if I had a train of titles for thee, or could 
endow thee with the wealth of India. 

FL O.RIO. 

How blefs'd am I in fuch a judging parent, whole merits 
taught me to be fond of virtue ! Your bright example fir'd 
my little bofom, and made me wifti to be juft like my father ; 
while your inftruftive hand was watchful o'er me, pointing 
the proper track to every fcience. Great were the advantages 
that I enjoyed ; and I indeed fliould be moft worthlefs, did I 
not fliew by ev'ry aft of mine, that I in manners, as in 
blood, am proud to boaft them both derived from you. 

HORATIO. 

My deareft boy, no more, — ^you're quite become a courtier. 
Tis well I have you here ; our purer air will purge away the 

D d 2 complimenting 
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conipUmenting flrain which polifh'd cities give you. But 
tell me, Florio, has it not mov'd your wonder, why I (hould 
hurry you away from town two months at leaft before your 
purposed vifit ? 

FLORIO. 

With rapture, Sir, I read your laft commands ; for tho* *tis 
^doubtlefs right to ply our ftudies with warm and clofc atten- 
tion, and I with pleafure do fo ; yet when I think of vifiting 
thefe peaceful fhades, where firft I drew my breath 5 of feeing 
you, my father, and your friends, the good inhabitants of 
yon delightful manfion ; all other pleafures feem but low 
purfuits j and this, alone, the effedl of truth and reafon. 

HORATIO. 
When all are under proper regulation, fure ev'ry paflion 
will conduce to virtue* How few exert that noble privilege, 
and make their paffions fervants ! how happy they that do 1 
But, my dear Florio, let me now fpeak of bufmefs. Haylem 
defires we there would dine to-day, and would be early with 
him ; for fo he much requefted ; it is Eudofia's birth-day : I 
wilh you had arriv'd a few days fooner, I might have then re- 
joic'd with you on your's. 

FLORIO. 

Indeed, Sir, that I never once remembered. But tell me, 

3 Sir, 
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Sir, how fares your worthy friend and faniily ; I hope they 
all are well. 

HORATIO. 

Yes, Heaven be praifed, and happy ; very happy ! 'Tis at 
my Lord's raoft preffing luit you now are fummon'd here, 

F L O R I O. 

You kindly make me. Sir, of greater confequence, than e'er 
I deem'dmyfelf ; but if, by any aft of mine, I can in the leaft 
conduce to ferve Lord Haylem, I (hall be truly happy ; then 
pray, good Sir, inform me, what may this bufinefs be ? 

HORATIO. 

Attend, and I will tell you. You know his daughter's 
fdr, as ever fancy form'd. 

F L O R I O. 
Who can forget it, that e'er faw Eudofia ? But what of that ? 

HORATIO. 

Why that, tho* oft her fex's darling pride, is but her flight- 
eft merit— charm I mean ; for her interior beauties are by far 
furpafling ; Nature, indeed, has been moft liberal to her 1 
and thofe fine gifts have^ with the care of her judicious pa- 
rents. 
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rents, been polifh'd like a curious diamond by fome nice ar- 
tift's hand; which now fhine forth, and beam a thoufand 
beauties • 

FLORIO. 
She fure is near perfeftion ! 

HORATIO. 

No wonder then a fair-one thus accomplifli*d, with fuch a 
fortune too as Haylem is poffefs'd of, fhould meet with many 
fuitors; tho* none by her, or by her friends, regarded; till 
late a near relation of his Lordfhip's (tho' not by him for 
many years acknowledged) appears, enrich'd with qualities {o 
rare, as really make him worthy of Eudofia. 

F L O R I Q. 
'Tis Ibmewhat odd ! Moft rare, indeed, muft be thofe 
qualities, that give the finalleft right to claim fuch beauties* 
But does Eudofia like him ? 

HOR ATI O. 

a 

You know what delicacy of mind and virgin modefty appear 
in ev'ry adlion of her life ; you then may well imagine no 
^ddy levity can there be feen, no flirting air, no common 
forward fondnefs ; but, you may well depend, my Lord, who 
is blefs'd with ev'ry focial virtue, will ne'er beilow her hand 

5 but 
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but where her heart went with it. No, he's too good a 
parent. 

F L O R I O. 

If ever man was truly biefs'd, this happy youth muft be fo, 
I do prefume. Sir, that he has an equal fortune, which muft 
enhance his merit. 

HORATIO. 

Why, as he is a worthy man, 'tis fome addition. Yes, he 
is heir to one as good as Haylem's. Had that but been thy 
lot, I might have hop'd to 've feen thee, Florio — — But no 
more. My boy ! you feem difturb'd. Alas ! what mean 
thefe varied paflions, which change thy countenance, and 
(hake thy frame ? 

FLORIO. 

I hate hypocrify, and why fhould I difiemble ? My friend 
and father, pity and forgive me, when I confefs the weak- 
nefs of my foul, and own I've long with ardour lov'd Eudofia. 
But why do I profane her name, and call it weaknefs ? No, I 
glory in it, and dedicate my future life to love her, tho' I 
may never fee her more ; though only from my eyes has (he 
received the fmalleft inftance of my love ; hopelefs, indeed, has 
ever been my paffion^ her rank, her fortune, fet her far above 

me; 
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me f and tho* yoiy: tender £riend(hip with her father, gave 
me a footing there which made me happy ; yet fooner than 
bafely to have wrong'd that friend{hip> by any mean difcovery 
of my paflion, I would have inftant died»^ 

HORATIO. 

My deareft Fiorio, that was truly noble; but well I know 
thy honeft foul could ne'er defcend to bafenefs. My heart is^ 
full with ilrong emotions for thee. But fummon all thy^ 
fortitude; for know that thou art appointed to draw the. 
marriage-fettlements, and muft be careful they are done, withi 
judgment and precifion. 

FLORIO. 

Was it for this I flew with rapture hither !' How mutable 
is life ! I long, yet dread to fee thefe happy lovers. But wh)^ 
fheuld I dread, whom I have never injured I 

HORATIO.- 

My worthy friend well knows our income's firanty j and 
as I ever have avoided receiving favours from him, and he^ 
bears a high opinion of thy knowledge ; I find hei now in- 
tends to make this happy period fubfervient to his love and 
fdendfhip for us, and amply pay thy labour* 

FLORIO^ 
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F L O R I O. 

Heaven grant me power to execute It well, and that will 
overpay me. 

HORATIO. 

'Tis now high time to drefs. The chaife will foon be ready. 
But I had quite forgot ; you needs muft want refreflunent. 

FLORID. 
Oh 1 Sir, my mind, alone, now wants it. 

HORATIO. 

Remember, Florio, what a favourite writer, whofe leflbns 
I early planted in your mind, fublimely fays ; 

" Whate'er the virtuous nund itfelf denies, 
'* The fecret care of Provence fupplies." 

[Eaeuta. 
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ACT IIL 



8 C E N E 



Enter Lady ILyUm and Eudo/ia, meeting. 



LADY HAYLEM, 



Already drefc'd, Eudofu I butpu, I know, an 

ever quick on fuch occafions. 

EUDOSIA, 

Madam, I fliould be very glad to copy you ; and I am well 
afTur'd, that you think time a gift, by far too precious to wafte 
it at the toilet. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

My dear, your tendernefs for me makes you regard my 
a6tions with a partial eye ; but, fure, that woman's mind 
can be but poorly decked, who can devote whole hours to de- 

.. ^ /- I corate 
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corate her pcrfon; though neatnefs is a duty cv'ry one 
ihould pi-aftife. Horatio makes it late : Why is my friend 
&> tardy ? 

E U D O S I A. 
My Lord is quite impatient, and wonders at his abience. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Indeed his coming here to-day is big with vaft impor* 
tance to us all ; but moft to thee, Eudoiia. 

E U D O S I A. 

To me ! what means your Ladyfhip ? 

LADY HAYLEM. 

You know this mom, Eudofia, you obferv'd contending 
paffions fwell'd my good Lord's heart ; I told you then, that 
'twas, perhaps, for you thofc foft emotions rofe, and my 
furmife was true. 

E u D o s I A. 
For me ! explain thefe myftic riddles, my dear Madam. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

My lov'd Eudofia, were I to paint your gentle worth in 

E e 2 native 
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native colours, which I could do with all a mother's fondnefs, 
'twould hurt your modefty ; and you, perhaps, might deem 
me fomewhat partial : Let it fuffice, that I may juftly fay, 
that, by Heaven's liberal hand, you are blefs'd with all accom* 
plifhments of mind and perfon, which a fond parent's warm- 
eft with could hope for, 

E U D O S I A. 

My deareft Madam, whatever I am, your fori^^ care has 
made me. But whither tends all this ? 

LADY HAYLEM, 

Attentive hear me, and I will inform you. That fuch per* 
fe£lions will ever claim regard, even in a trifling age as this 
is deem'd, is moft undoubted ; efpecially when fortune is not 
wanting* You know, that thefe attractions have, fome time 
iince, procured you many lovers ; which we, as they were all 
to you either difpleafing or indiflferent, have rejedled ; but as 
we both are now fincerely anxious to fee you married well—* 

E U D O S I A- 

■ 

Married! 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Yes } your good father, who knows your virtues, and with 

his 
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)us friend have made mankind their ftudy, think they have 
found out one whofe virorth, in all refpedb, will equal your's i 
his temper fweetnefst turn of mind the fame ; nor can we 
doubt your duty and compliance* 

E U D O S I A. 

I hope I never (hall forget my duty : But O ! my mother, 
tho* this unknown may be poffefs'd of cv'ry fliining virtue, 
which I too may admire, perhaps I cannot love him ; and then 
you, fure, will not expedl compliance. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

You muft determine fhortly; for with Hoiatio comes 
young Florio, 

E U D O S I A. 

Ah ! Madam, is it Florio ? 

LADY HAYLEM. 

■ 

Florio, my dear T what mean you? Why that confufion, 
child ? Yes ; Florio comes for this young gentleman, deputed 
by his father, to make propofals for you ; 'tis now his bufi- 
nefs here : But what will moft furprize you is, that your new 
lover is a near relation of Lord Haylem*s, to which youVe 
been a ftranger j his foitune too the fame, and of undoubted 

proof 
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proof a moft accomplifh'd man. You fccm transfixed, Eu«- 
dofia ! Is marriage then fo terrible a fubjeft ? what have yoU 
feen, in our behaviour, can make the ftate fo dreadful ? 

E U D O S I A. 

Oh ! never, never. Nought elfe but gentle tendernefs 
and cordial love was ever known between you ; watchful to 
foothe each care that dar'd to intrude, and doubly bkfs'd when 
both were well and happy. Such joys will ne'er be mine« 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Yes, yes, Eudofia. Heaven has in ftore blefllngs for you, 
which filial piety is ever fure to meet with. But come, my 
life, chear up ; be more composed ; remember what you faid 
this morning — Serenity will ever dwell with Viitue.— Retire 
a while, I think I hear Horatio. [Exit Eudqfia. 

LADY HAYLEM alone. 

My dear Eudofia, I've trac'd thy gentle heart thro' all its 
windings, and find it ever good. As a rich fcnl^ it bounti* 
fully pays for all the pains of culture. 

- Juft like a garden is the infant mind. 
Who fows th' pureft feed th* faireft flow'r will find. 

\Exii Lady Hayletn. 

m 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 



Enter Lord Haylem, Horatio, and Florio, meeting. 



LORD HAYLEM. 

Health to my dear Horatio and my Florio ; I truly joy to 
fee you both. But why fo long did you delay my promis'd 
plcafure ? Indeed youVe made it late* 

HORATIO. 

Why really, Haylcm, the raptures that I felt on Florio's 
comings beguil'd the flying moments^ and deceived me : But 
blefs'd be the fodal hour which now unites us ; and ever 
blefi'd the birth-day of Eudofia : When I am with you I am 
fomewhat more than happy. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

We have ever ftrove to make each other fo; and when I gaze, 
as now I do, on Florio, I think my friendfhip burns as 
bright for him. 

FLORIO. 
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F L O R I O. 
How fhall I merit fuch a glorious title, as good Lord Hay- 
lem's friend ! Could I, indeed, but emulate the great exam- 
ples now before me, I then might hope that honour. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

My dear young friend, your worth already claims it, and 
you will ever (hare me with Horatio. 

F L O R I O. 
My ever noble Lord, you are too bounteous I 

LORD HAYLEM. 

You have, I do prefume, Horatio, told him, why with 
fuch hafte you fent for him from London. 

HORATIO. 
Partly, my Lord, I've told him your intentions : his honefty 
I am fure you may rely on ; I think his judgment too. But 
where are the ladies ? My lovely Pupil never us'd to be thus 
long before fhe faw me. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Come to the drawing-room, we there fhall find them ^ I 
am fure they are not informed of your arrival. [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 



The Drawixig-Room< 



Difcovers Lady Haykm and Eisd^a at ^mork^ 



LADY HAYLEM. 



Your fprig^ I fee, is almoft done, Eudofia. 



E u D O s I A. 



Madam, it almoft is i but I am not difpos'd to work to- 
day ; my mind is fomewhat diicompos'd ; I can't attend to 
any thing* 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Well then, my dear, Fd have you work no more j and fee, 
the gentlemen are coming. 

Enter Lord Haykm, Horatio, and Florio. 
LADY HAYLEM. 

Ah ! my good friend Horatio, ave you then come at ItOil 

F { Jam 
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I am very glad to fee you. Say, is it thus you honour my 
Eudofia ? Indeed, we both have chid the lazy moments, and: 
fet you down as loiterers. 

HORATIO. 

! my dear Madam, could I be fo on fuch a day as this ?• 
No, no, you know me better; and ta my gentle fair-one 
muft eificufe me. 

LADY HAYLEM; 

1 much rejoice to fee your favourite Florio, and do expe£b: 
that he will make your peace. 

EUDOSIA. 
Madam, 'tis made already. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

I am glad to fee you, Florio, look (6 well ; I hope your 
journey was not too fatiguing*. 

ELORIOi 

Madam^. the thoughts of coming here,, at laflv wouldmakc 
a journey thrice as tedious, pleafing, 

LADY HTAYLEM. 

Eudofia ! are you not glad to fee your old friend Flbrio r 
—I beg you'd give him welcome- 

EUI>OSIAk. 
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£ U D O S I A. 

Madam, my father's friends are ever welcome to me, but 
Florio doubly fo; becaufe from very early life he too was 
tame. Sir, I rejoice to fee you. 

FLORIO. 

Alas 1 I now am forry for it. [AfideJ] Madam, you honour 
me too much* 

EUDOSI A. 

How cool he anfwers ! yet he looks embarrafs'd. [Afide. 

HORATIO. 

My fweet Eudoda, what makes you look fo grave ? I al- 
ways love to fee you chearfuU 

£ U D O S I A. 
We can't be always fo. Sir ; yet the fight of you fiire ever 
gives me pleafure ; though 'tis but feldom I have known fo 
little, as at this prefent meeting. 

FLORIO. 
Be flill, my throbbing heart. \4fi'^* 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Come, come, my dear ; I know your heart fo well, that 

F f 2 what 
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what affords me happinefi,. can never fail to pleafe my good 
Eudoiia.. 

LADY HAYLEM- 

Well, Horatio, you have not bow, Ihopey forgot the cu^ 
tomary tribute, which ever on this day you kindly paid Eu- 
dofia. Your chofen favours, in curious order, grace her [ 
iludy^ 

HORATIO. 

Madam^ my memoiy^ here: is &ijthful as my friendihip f 
butt wihat I hav9; tbis^ days^ to- give-,, ibpfac furpafics aU\ h £avc: 
beflow*d, that I muft paufe awhile,, it will fo much amaze- 
her. 

lLO«I> HrAYlL£&t. 

Not more,. I think, than what I now intend to give to^ 
Florio ; for I muO: keep ttt cuftom) you have fet^ an^ let him. 
ftiar^. my favouc«. 

MORATTOi 

Mark me,. Eudofia;. in tKs- plain: Ifttlb caffiet tfiew is a 
gem of fuch prodigious value,; as will, I think, ftrcw o'er 
ypfm: life with bleffiiigs. 'Ti»i emUemfdic onljr^; Hut: if it 
meets with your regard (of which I think I am certain) I 
hope, with, duteous love and.gjratitude,, you^U ever hold.it 

dear*. 

£UDOSIA% 



V. 
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E U D O S I A. 

What can it be ! but certain it is, I muft regard whatever 
joa htttcM, as I atn Aire 'tis good. 

LOftD HAYLENT. 

Not to be backward- with my friend Horatio, I now muft 
tell you, Florio, that in thifr cafe' you-'ll find a talifinan foe 
every forrow ; forrow and this were never yet acquainted j 
long may they keep afunder. It is a gift of qualities fo rare, 
•« it bejgjgkrs all defcriptidn j" be ftire you wrap it in your 
•» Itealf s bcfll core;" nor ever rudely vftron^ it j 'tis what I 
hayt for many years Been counting, like mifer's gold, but 
now refign it to you. 

EADY H AYE EMI 

Why fure 1 thefe gifts have fome inch^tment in thenu 

E U D O S I A. 

I long tafee them> opened.. 

F L O R I O. 

So do I. 

LORD itaylem: 



With joy receive it, Florio, as I truly give it,^ 



fLORIOj}. 
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F L O R I O. 

My Lord, I do* Ah ! do I live 1 —am I awake 1 and in my 
perfeft fenfes !— deceive me not, my eyes ! it is Eudofia I — You 
cannot mean to mock me. Sir, you furely are too noble. 

£ U D O S I A. 

Amazement 1 whence this rapture ? 

HORATIO, 

Now, now» Eudofia, is the aufpicious moment, for me to 
unfold the myfterics of time, and give you what IVe promised. 

\ppens the cajket and gives her apiSure. 

E U D O S I A. 
I take it with impatience. Ye gracious Powers ! O I Ma- 
dam, it is Florio. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Yes, that is the femblance of the youth I mentioned. Is 
he not what I fpake him, my Eudofia P 

E U D O S I A. 

My father's near relation. Madam ? that can never be ! 
indeed, I am quite aftoniih'd 1 



tLORIO; 
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F L O R I O. 
I am loft in admiration and delight ! 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Well, were our promifes too largely given, or do our gifts 
exceed them ? what favs Florio ? 

FLORIO. 

O I my good Lord, thus let me bend, in humble gratitude, 
for fuch a precious favour : But caa you mean to realize the 
bleffing ? I hardly dare enquire. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Rife, rife, dear Florio. — Yes, the fair original attends the 
copy, if that is well received ; for fo Horatio lays \ and he,, 
alone, has legal right to give you fuch a jewel. 

FLORIO. 
My father legal right to giv€ Eudofia ! 

LADY HAYLEM. 

See here (he (lands almofl; a ftatue ; quite loft in joy and- 
wonder ; Is it not fo, my love ? 

E U D O S I A. 

What (hall I (ay ? I know not which is greateft I 

HORATIO. 



«24 THE 6 I R T H - O A Y, 

HORATIO. 

Prepare thee then for more.— Come to my longing arms, 
and let me tell thee— Thou art— mine j thefe fond parental 
tears proclaim it -;— Mine, and my honour'd Julia's ; com- 
mitted, from thy infant moments, to tiie indulgent care of 
love and friendihip, that nobly hare difcharged the tender 
truft i nor ever fuffer'd thee to know that lois, which eUe had 
been fo f^tal. 

E U D O s I A. 

Ah ! Sir, are you my ^ther ?— Yes, Nature, fure, I feel 

thee. 

F L O R I O. 

Julia, my mother, her'sli-^FarbidttHoavsnl 

I.ORD HAYLEM. 

No } let me eafe thy generous, anxious heart, thou much- 
lov'd, worthy youth, fjere ! here thy joyfiil mother Aands, 
and I— thy happy father. She kindly join'd with us, on 
Julia's death, to change you both, in hppes of ^«at advan- 
tage ! which hopes are fully blefs'd ; For every tender, Jbeau>- 
teous quality Eudofia fure might boaft of, if boafting were 
a merit ; and every honeft, noble, manly virtue, was by Ho- 
ratio's care and great experience, fown in" tby opening mind. 

' A fortune. 
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A fortune, unexpcftcd, now attends thee, which might per* 
haps, if known, have damp'd thy ardour in thy various 
ftudics, and been ere this infipid ; but, now, thy worth in- 
fures a lafting pleafure ; nor will it be the Icaft, to fhew thy 
gratitude to good Horatio. 

F L O R I O. 
All power's too weak for that. My ever honoured parents, 
fhare my love and duty. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

I truft we ever (hall — And what may we expeft from fuch 
an union ? 

LADY HAYLEM. 

The faireft fruits of Virtue, love and filial piety. Yes, my 
Eudofia, 'twas thy mother, lovely Julia, whom we, this mora, 
with fad remembrance mentioned j but I have ever been a 
mother to thee, and now am doubly fo. My generous Hay- 
lem deems it a real happinefs to crown, with Fortune's gifts, 
an obje6t fo deferving ; and is immenfely proud to join his 
interefts, in fuch a tender manner, with Horatio. 

HORATIO. 

Thou truly lovely woman ! how do thy noble manners, 

G g love 
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love of honour, recall to my remembrance what I have loft ! 
But, no more ; let me be thankful for my prefent bleffings, 
for they are great, and many. My dear Eudofia, let thy 
future condu6l beft prove thy father's gratitude, as well as 
friendfhip, 

E U D O S I A. 
Yes, my dear father, that I hope it will ; and be a faith- 
ful record too of mine. 

F L O R I O. 
My life ftiall be the pledge on't. O ! my ever lovU Eu- 
dofia, I am fupremely blefs'd, and cannot fpeak my rapture : 
But fay then, are you happy ? 

E U D O S I A. 
O ! my Florio, may all our happinefs like this be mutual i 
But join with me to thank thofe rare examples, who gave us 
jx)wer to know and tafte fuch bleffings. 

FLORIO. 
My charming maid, I do ; and Heaven will thank them,. 
for fuch a fair difcharge of every duty. 

HORATIO. 

Well, Florio, how are your fpirits now I Think you, you 

cati: 
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can infpedt the marriage writings with judgment and pre- 
cifion ? 

F L O R I O. 
With joy, I am fure I can. 

LADY HAYLEM. 

Well, Eudofia, how like you our relation ? I told you 
nought but truth. 

E U D O S I A. 

But, Madam, fo myfterious, I dreamt not of fuch hap- 
pinefs. 

LORD HAYLEM. 

Now, my children, foon as we can difpatch each needfuls 
preparation, we will complete your union. I have order 'd 
all my tenants to be fent for, to celebrate our dear Eudofia's 
birth-day, and dedicate the hours to fprightly mirth. They, 
with our good domeftics, (hall partake the joy in which they 
are all concem'd ; and you, I truft, will cherifti their defen- 
dants, whofe merits claim your notice, as we have ever done 
their honeft parents. 

HORATIO. 

Yes, my lov'd children, be fure you ftiH remember, you 

G g 2 live 
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live not for yourfelves alone ; but are the agents of a boun< 
teous Maker, and muft difpenfe his comforts to the needy 
And you, kind partners of my heart-felt joy. 

Let us, with tranfport, view this happy pair, 
Whofe growing virtues well reward our care; 
May our example ftrike each noble mind. 
And every Florio an Eudofia find 1 
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THE TRANSLATION OF 

A Greek HYMN to APOLl O 



VERSIFIED. 



Suppofed to have been written above 3000 Years^ 

CjRE AT Father of the bright-ey'd morn^ 

(O 1 hear thy fuppliant'^s voice) 
Whofe racUant beams our world adorn^ 

And fmiling day rejoice ; 
When thy feet-winged courfers fly^ 

And rofeate wheels difplay. 
As rapid o'er the convex (ky 

They (peed their liquid way, 
Adom'd with locks of radiant hue; 

Whofe fplendors bounteous fpread 
Around the vaft expanfe, and (hew 

The (hining tracks thej tread^, 

Of 
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Of fire. Immortal ftrcams, from thee. 
The genial hours produce; 

The potent healing herb we fee. 
And feeds of various ufe. 

To thee the Stars, a chorus train, 
Inceffant hymns refound, 

While pleas'd Olympus hears thy ftrain. 
And wafts thy honours round. 

From tliee not far, the filver Moon 
Her kind affedlion proves ; 

She bids the feafons ripen foon. 
She guards the vales, the groves ; 

By Heifers fpotlefs white fhe's drawn. 
Her robe the a&ther fweeps. 

She pearls with dew the verdant lawn. 
She fwells the ebbing deeps. 



TAKEN 
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A TRANSLATION FROM THE GREEK 
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ARATUS^S PHiENOMENA, Verse 96th. 



P AI R, near Bootes' feet, with fplendid ray. 

The Virgin's luftre rivals ev*n the day ; 

Her beauteous hand a radiant ear fuftains 

Of man's vaft blefling^ bright in golden grains. 

Say, does the Maid from great Aftraeus fpring. 
Father of conftellations, mighty King ! 
He, whom loud Fame proclaims the Sire of light, 
Whofe fparkling wonders charm the gazers' fight ? 
Whate er her line, propitious from her birth. 
Still may her radiance cheer our favoured earth ;. 



With 
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With dazzling fwectncfs may flic ftill appear. 
And with her trophy grace our hemifphere ! 
Once (blifsful time !) if old report has truth. 
The fair celeftial^ in immortal youth, 
Vouchfaf 'd to dwell with man, with lore divine 
Deigning to teach, to govern, to refine : 
With friendly care, the juft, the good, flie fought ; 
Infpir'd each noble aft, each generous thought ; 
Did, meekly-gracious, condefcend to dwell 
Among the favoured race ftie lov*d fo well : 
Though Goddefs bom, purines her foft'ring plan, 
DifFufing blellings o'er the race of man. 
Attentive females heard, and did adore. 
While men, with fuppliant joy, obeyed her power ^ 
Aw'd by the truths divine, that grac'd her tongue, 
(Pure as the radiant fource from whence ftie fprung) 
Gladly exulting, they her might proclaimed. 
And their bright queen, celeftial Juftice nam'd. 



Pleas'd 
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Pleased with that due regard fo kindly paid. 
Their future weal employ'd th' immortal maid : 
She in their populous ftreets convened the throng ; 
Oft in aflembled crouds (he tun'd her fong ; 
Sweet in feraphic ftrains reveal'd her will ; 
Taught how to chufe the good, avoid the ill. 
In thofe bleft days contention bore no fway $ 
No baneful folly mark'd the placid day $ 
No difcord then corroding influence fpread. 
But lovely Peace erefUy rais'd her head. 
Fluttering her downy pinions round the world. 
And jarring atoms back to Chaos hurl'd. 
Unknown was then the mighty Ocean's power. 
Unknown the tempefts that around him lour ; 
No floating caftles plough'd his circling tide. 
No dreadful thunders on his billows ride : 
Inventive Genius then had never taught 
The dire machines, with fatal mifchief fraught i 

Hh The 
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The ufefui plough, the docile oxen, then 

The richeft treafures of the happieft men : 

No glittering gems were brought from diftant foil. 

The price of virtue and the bane of toil ; 

No tortur'd flave's upbraiding groans were heard 5 

Unfought was wealth, and anguifli never fear'd s 

While their indulgent queen, with liberal hand, 

Strew'd tenfold bleflings o'er the iiniling land. 
Delighted, charm'd, fuch fubjeds to behold, 
Stamp'd the bright sera with the name of Gold. 
Thus did the Goddefs on the earth remain. 
Till man, ungrateful, fpum'd her blifsful reign j 
She then beheld them with a ftemei- grace. 
And veil'd in frowns the fplendor of her face ; 
Withdrew her, frequent, from their weakened fight. 
Flew to the lonely cave or mountain's height. 
There, to the happy few who fought her aid. 
Still foft, inftru£tive, was th' immoital Maid ; 



To 
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To them (he itill unfolds her fpotlefs page. 
And beams faint luflre on the filver age. 



One time, defcending with the cv*n, fhe came. 
The people fummon'd in her awfiil name. 
Then, in commanding majcfty array 'd. 
Their bafe ingratitude— her love— difplay'd ; 
" To you ((he cried) jrc thanklefs race, no more 
** By me (hall Wifdom ope her facred ftore j 
•* Far from th' abodes of men I'll wing my flight, 
** And vifit realms of empyrean light ; 
" Nor longer 'midft the headftrong crew refide. 

With Envy, Folly, Wretchednefs, and Pride. 



€€ 



** Degenerate progeny of golden race, 
** Whofe ancient virtues now your crimes efface, 
** Yet more debas'd your offspring (Mil (hall prove, 
•* Unknown to virtuous truth, to facred love ; 



H h 2 '' Then 
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** Then hoftile War will rufh in dread array, ^ 
'* And blood and flaughter (hock the face of day ; 
" Oppreffion, then, her galling chain fhall bind, 
** And with her fcorpion lafh afflift mankind." 



Appaird, they liflen to the dread prefage 
Of embryo forrows to the rifing age ; 
While the wronged Goddefs wing'd her rapid flight. 
And inftant gain'd her favourite mountain's height* 
In vain they now regret the vanifh'd Maid, « 
Vainly her counfel feek, or court her aid ; 
Hid in fecluded groves fhe did remain. 
Until their offspring form'd the Brazen reign ; 
Then men deftruftive rofe, unfocial band ! 
Who fpread contention round the guilty land ; 
They forg'd the murderous fword, the pointed fteel. 
And made the docile ox their bafenefs feel ; 



Fed 






ARATUS'S PHENOMENA. 237 

Fed on the lowing herds they us'd to lead 
In Iportive gambols o'er the flow'ry mead. 
Affrighted Juftice fled the bloody foil. 
Nor longer wou'd on earth her name defile. 
But upward flew, in fplendor to appear. 
And near Bootes grace the hemifphere. 
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WRITTEN U?OtI THE 

Death of Captain FARMER, 

Of His Majefty's Ship Qjj e b e c. 

1 F aught of glory charm the rifing age. 

If deeds Uluftrious mark th' hiftoric page. 

If Truth, immortal maid ! on Britain wait. 

With the fair records of each hero's fate ; 

Then, 'midft the foremoft, fhall her Farmer's name 

Shine in the annals of eternal fame, 

Join'd with his kindred Wolfe's, in glory join'd ; 
In both were valour, honour, worth, combined } 
Mark'd by one fate, one name, their own to raiie, 
Quebec, to each a monument of praife. 

Both votive offerings for their country bleed. 
Both gain in death their fpotlefs honour's meed. 
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ELEGY 

WRITTEN UPON THE DEATH OF 

THOMAS Lord LYTTELTON, 

JL HE Mufe, whole forrows darkened Haglcy's groves. 
When their lov'd Lycidas forgot to breathe. 
Now ftrikes her penfive lyre to keener woes. 

While thofe fad ftrains a kindred warmth bequeath. 



Alas, Lothario ! wert thou Virtue's child. 

Sweet Lucy's offspring, Lycidas thy (ire ? 
How from thy noble lineage wander'd wild ! 

How warp'd thy native worth by vain defire I 

Yet oft the meed of genius haft thou won } 
Didft thou not gain from fame the faireft wreath ? 

Did not each Mufe attend on Lucy's fon. 
And for his brows the greeneft chaplets weave ? 

Yes, 



Uo ELEGY ON THE DEATH OP 



Yes, ^rly gain'd, as early did they fade i 
Bankrupt in honour, with a vicious train. 

His (hort-liv*d trophies withered in the fhadc 
Of baleful plcafures, of amufements vain. 



Then, felf-condemn'd, the dangerous reafoner flew. 
Spreading contagious eloquence around ; 

No fweet domeftic peace, no pleafure knew. 
Nor where one folid comfort could be founds 



His brilliant wit, by all who heard admir'd. 
The genius charms, while all the man defpife j 

Ev'n though that wit each gentler grace infpir'd, 
Ev*n though fweet pity bade the genius rife. 



Mark it, ye gay ! — ^while in the wild career 
Of falfe ambition's airy dance arranged, 

Th* unerring, unfufpefted foe drew near. 
And with one rapid blow the profpeft changed I 



Angel 



THOMAS LORD LYTTELTON. ui 

Angel of Mercy ! in that awful hour 
Didft Thou Ipeak comfort to his ftruggling heart ? 

Did not his anguifti fupplicate Thy power ? 
His pungent forrow plead the vi6tim's part ? 

On Thy fweet charms the Mufe delights to dwell. 
Fair delegate of heaven's immortal King ! 

Thy healing balm can every pain repel. 

And blunt the tyrant conqu'ror's venom'd ding. 



Who knows the limits of thy great command ? 

Who knows what contrite pangs his bofom heav'd ? 
Who knows what fervent vows to Heaven he planned. 

Or the laft powerful figh his anguifli breath'd f 



Closed be the painful fcene — ^the trembling Mufe 

Drops the fad tear of pity on his tomb. 
Nor dares abfolve, nor rdhly dares accufe. 

But leaves to Mercy's God his final doom« 

I i WRITTEM 
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CAPTAIN COOK. 



yj QU E E N of arms, of arts, imperial Iflc, 

Parent of noble deeds, of fair defire. 
Where Freedom (fpite of Fa6lion's gloom) will fnsdle. 

Warming thy dauntlefs fons with genuine fire ! 
Oh ! fpeak thy forrows, eafe thy bleeding heart. 

That fwells indignant at thy hero's doom ; 
That fon, who fondly took a parent's part. 

Her glories fpreading, found a barbarous tomh» 
Command his worth in lading verfe to (hine. 

Bid Fame, bid Hiftory, his fculpture rear. 
Bid generous Britons confecrate his fhrine. 

And Cook's loVd name command the gcateful tear* 
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